



























of 

#otre Bam t 

































CsOj^ C^v^jkax^ Y&C' - ^ 

y^iAAjt' &-L vo ~£o ^ ^-tu> 

t*f°L 5 - 

*^Lv (kh^yo ( j oow, oXL /feXt t\j\S H 
^Ctauiayj v'ccu- \f*JUU^ '(v^^Z&ojusp. *y x, + 
%vv(ytX^ 

(LH^JUtt At 

Ct^^VK-^ 6^tC*A^ 

dcuicLj) CA*s dJbf 
'*^[AaJ\X4 4aaaj/ — 

^ ^TT 

V*OvkA4_ - _" / \0\^Jj 

*/ tVlKA^ <M5^ *Cm^ - |? * 

C^vJ^kj^lL 1) 

kJ<AT AaxJ^ GA-^ 

/tc7.y. -(xu. 

L^ / /o/ 

^3^-C. o' 0 <AAtL^CXAtt- ^ <X^£. -A-iLC, 

yfc^A mo i^ yt ^ r 

AajAh, Awtxx^ fT’sy ^ 05 

See. <au ^ ua+tr {/>*j<l- 


si 
6 § 
<£> ^ 

?•> 
















£> O lAA*a 

1 (Y*tX 


S W hjO 

f* 1 mA 


Or'ji-. Cal 
ei ih^jT’ 


Hi 


.H f . 4 fjut 

c tiui'IUf ' ./^/-l. 9 -r. ^ 


Y W * / }#piS ^ 

4 1 f " ~ r t *j / Ulh\lL Cauu kXAwu fl t 4 ^jCte»i M" 

r »« / « ’ * 

y/^ I V /fe/ ** 


3 /fty 

^ & 0 VU*u^ 4 SxvX*j f^L 


Vu/^ 

?*-* 

►*" 

e'sr * 

iio #* 


V 

7 >3£* 



"}C 6 *&* VcjuaA*^ o' 
1*7 3 *] Jocivy tajuLhi $ 

,./D ' 'A G, . * 


'? r ?«<« . ,.. • /rt * 

J-O 


li 7 £>. ■, 

l» ^ • 

* Si * 

f(e ^•^uA.auXjl ^ ^ 

/y ^ t£>(j *v 

/ 7 »* 

si &xk.Jdt / , 4 fc*t^ 


/ 7 _ & & 0 U 4 l >V’l/fc a^hxiu,jy 
/3 -<Ww r 

4k* 


V 

X 

171* 

Cji.* 

— _ /*f Ou A^rjt *4 

\2STi /S' i We. wfc 9 ^ 

^ ^ /£> *^f ^ ^ 6 ■A 

3*# /V CL- fiotoeifr (ixit^uX 4 i> V A 

.. X 4 <Uy*. *, * 'j 

0/u fruX*) 



'1 

Jj L\V . ^ 

7| j^7-je«vu)/ ^0*7 r i "1 

wtf©?*.' / AP-iyert " £ 

na*<L^ -li -L* ^ 


Si, <M*moh* ^ 1^3 V - '7' ^ 
'i-S a hnUfr' , <LUuUtMff L TT ^ 
■Lk(L<^u Ji ffitiifiy- l ^ W 


L}i X Vjf / 


-- 

^ '£u b*^*+* 


:j* 


15 


1 L 7 > 

* J \ 

2.0f 


1 » ?« 2 Stn / u^mJ 3 

)l<J 8 ttU'L' / , 0 t V 

3 , Ouli/V / U , a ^ 

lr 

•"m > '^■■v* 5 *w 
JsrUL^o. /fr 7 *u Ht-.I bi'* 

nnwD&Stt b '* 9 ? 

3 *]f !^N “ft W P j // ' Vt 04 X'/ ? V A 

iu-y ^ / ^ r ^ 

^ 4 ^L. ✓ 5 > 2 -j^ c 

x ,u *r 

*• /0 /J 


I v^r A' 

*yj $-£y^ ilA- 

r<* aiioLcu ; 

iixtir 


Ju 


- -. V (J^-*Vi' 

- ^ t 1/ ^ <! '^ /KA *t - 

'JU9 tCt-tAA^* ' fU«*> 


?. 


3 .ri u * 7 j a - - f , 

>o nw*L«vMW^«j 7 J X/ 
JSrafiA*^- '^L/sr j /j'j 

A*a. iuu « 1 ^x t v tir 

t7<^ ✓ 


v ^ K w tf/ *^«cLXi^> 

zi^'.i^/ 1 -tf, a zu f ^i l ^tJj!^'i^ 
■JE. Mfiuufut.^ V7 * lVl '/'t uj/. •w'fltuijUuj^V’y 
W. f 71 * ftc><»1—V-? o u.i t 


Hi A 
'_io-K 

ar A 

wl/ ? 
^ ! 

i6 La>j i^o 8<>iA^ 2 n? /r 

to <x^ r'j a 

^ 73 ^ 



v‘0 






c iftL+tu I [ 

n^L m 

j.a y -TvXr w 


-, j'i*.’ ¥7 /, _■ 

it n. «/. e a 1 5 <A^y.? 

rf, ^ LoJUIa-S 1 * 1 + -x. >¥l c ^ . 

f s ‘C'ew ’Z /6? '( 'll 4” CJr 14.3 ®uA-d« 

.JsJuu^jf" s ty 1 iZ/jf **' U~ trtUSn 

^ tuitw,, '{<, YC 4 7 we 

So Ijtrw+j-fth 7+ 1 V' c rt 


to&Wi hvm^y)^ A> 7TW ^ ^ 

^ir Olx/tX f y 

A 


JW, 4: 

/^civ^vy/t 

—- - 4 ^LiJl m 

y-LS-- 1 
Kb ^ 

1 

/- A' ^ ( ■ 

7 ?3 Jt/v_ <>c 4 -iX< I 

i>-_ ✓ ‘ S'xS' ^ 

<K* ^ v '^ ^ 












_ l± () ___ U- 


-4 




K pi - t~ 

B|y4*-—w-> 

/» . i / 

. . 


3 t£.o** v >f 


-Hr' 


t^' 


\u&L • U( ^ 


,7-.\, i^~ ’ tf;- K , i - f 


“5 


t- /“*/ : 'ilA 

>? • nk^ A ~rX\sltA • 


r -t* £5^JP 

*»r ..;; .. 

17 


ce^itrr ", * /? V 

a. tfc Xuuaiam^ ( f / 

Irtrt y ct^£*o 

£f- OU*<Mtrtr&±tTy 

*1 &r &7 MitSzL, 

( * o &**-«_-(G^-*-v7 <&<***-) 

flrrrC'L , j yy 

ic /><** OtAA. (Lckajjo ly\A v**f > J ^/Waa C 

^^^ t: 4nr 7 . -7" >' . •■• 

V " W’ 'H fa r ('frp-i *r%Z -V 

„ QytM*-. ^ j 


7* 


0 ^ < '^>'^v J 

<?' ^ — t&txZ ~btr+*vt — ' t/j^M^ J 

f > ... x 

/ ^ /^-r*-- i — LtrCtA. C&. IaaJl7jL4JL^> ] 


























\ 


X 


GEORGE R. 


EORGE the Second, by the Grace of God, King of Grczt 



VJT Britain, France, and Ireland, Defender of the Faith, &c. To 
all, to whom thcfe Pre/ents fhall come. Greeting : Whereas 
our trufty and well-beloved Wiiliam Thcmfon, of our City of London 
Gent, hath by his Petition humbly reprefented unto us, That he ha¬ 
ving, with great Labour and Expence, collected and compofed feve- 
ral Works of Vocal and Inftrumental Mulick, in order to be prin¬ 


ted and publifhed, entituled, Orpheus Caledonius, in two Volumes 


in Octavo, has humbly befought Us to grant him Our Royal Pri¬ 
vilege and Licence for the foie printing and publifhing thereof for the 
Term of Fourteen Years, according to the Statute in that behalf 
made and provided : We, being willing to give all due Encouragement ! 
to this his Undertaking, are gracioufly pleafed to condcfcend to his 
Requeft i and do therefore by thcfe Prefents, fo far as may be agree¬ 
able to the Statutes in that behalf made and provided* for Us, Our 
Heirs and Succefibrs', grant unto him the faid William Thom/on, his 
Executors, Adminiftrators and Affigns, Our Royal Licence, for the 
foie printing and publifhing the faid Works for the Term of Fourteen 
Years, to be computed from the Date hereof ftridfly forbidding all 
Our Subje&s within Our Kingdoms and Dominions, to reprint or a- 
bridge the lame, either in the like, or any other Volume or Volumes 
whatfoever, or to import,- buy, vend, utter, or diftribute any Copies 
thereof, reprinted beyond the Seas, during the aforefiid Term bf 
Fourteen Years, without the Content, or Approbation of the faid 
William Tbomfon, his Heirs, Executors and Affigns, under their 
Hands and Seals firfl had and obtained, as they will anfwer the con¬ 
trary at their Perils: whereof the Commiffioncrs and other Officers of 
Our Cuiloms, the Mafter, Warden and Company of Stationers, are 
to take notice, that due Obedience may be rendred to Our Pleafure 
herein declared. Given at our Court at St. James's, the eleventh 
Day of May, 1733. in the fixthYear of Our Reign. 


/ 


Py His Majefty’s Command, 

HARRINGTON, 
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MADAM, 


Y OUR Majefty having 
gracioufly heard fome of 
the following Songs, encou¬ 
raged me to refolve on pub- 

lilhing 















DEDICATION. 

lifting them; and makes me 
now prefame to lay them at 
Your Majefty’s Feet; which 
I do with all Duty and Re- 
fpect. 


MADAM, 


Your Majefty’s 
Moft Obedient 

noft Devoted 
Humble Servant, 




William Tbomfon. 
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Mr. THOMSON' s 


Orpheus Caledonius. 

« ' ' \ ’ • • 

O U Beaus and Belles To fine and fair, 



Y ip Here learn to love, and be fincere j 
§|f|§ True Paffion Nature dill imparts, 


Nor values Bodies without Hearts ; 

Youfalfly vow, and whine, and ligh, 

And make no Confcience of a Lye f 
Oh ! How can Beaus fair Belles deceive ? 

Or why will Belles fine Beaus believe ? 

Love’s brighteft Flames warm Scottish Lads, 
Tho’coolly clad in Highland Plads; 

They fcorn Brocade, who like theLafs, 

Nor need a Carpet, if there’s Grafs ; 

With Pipe and Glee each Hill refounds, 

And Love that gives, can heal their Wounds. 
The bonny Lafs of V cities Mill 
Shews Wits a Fool, when Nature will j 
Who pities not the Swain’s Defpair, 

^ Thai’ hears, The Bufb a boon Traquair: 

Or him that loves, yet cannot fay, 

If Beffy Bell, or Mary Gray ? 


Thus 




















Thus merrily they court the Fair, 

And love and fing in Northern Air: 

Thus the gay Warblers of the Spring 
From Spray to Spray do hop and fing; 
Kind Nature fills their little Throats, 

With fweet and unaffected Notes; 

Their flutt’ring Wings to Love fhc prunes. 
Their Voices wild to Love fhe tunes ; 

And all the Cares they ever prove, 

Is Life, half Harmony, half Love, 





THE 



















prove, 

“ SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 


A 



T HE Duke of Argyle. 

The Duke of Athol. 

The Dut chefs of Athol. 

The Earl of Albemarle. 

Lady Betty Aiflabie. 

Lady Harriot Afhburnham. 

Sir Thomas Afton, Bart. 

?ir John Anftruther, Bart. 

Lady Aftley. 

William Prichard Alhurft, Efq; 
William Aiflabie, Efq 
Robert Adair, Efq; 

Auftin Aftiby, Efq; 

Herbert Aftley % Efo 
Mifs Adams. 

Mifs Aikman. 

John Ambrofe, Efq 
Philip Aynfcombe, Efq; 

Mr. John Arbuthnot, Banker in 
Paris. 

Mr. Andrews of Briftol. 

Capt. John Aytoune. 

Ti 

D 


the Duke of Bedford. 
Vql. I. 


The Dutchefs of Bedford, 2 Sets* 

The Duke of Buccleugh, 3 Sets * 

The Marquefs of Bowmont* 

The Earl 0/Buchan. 

Lord Blanryre. 

Lord Belhaven. 

Lord Aubrey Beauclerk. 

Lady Byron. 

Sir Walter Wagftaff Bagot, BMt* 
2 Set Si 

Sir Brooke Bridges, Bart. 

Lady Bruce 

The Hon. Brigadier Barrel. 

Lady Buck. 

Lady Blundell. 

The Hon. Mrs.Berkeley. 

Sir John Brown, Bart. 

Lewis Barlow, Efq > 

'William Bod veil, Efq; 

George Bagnal, Efq; 

The Hen. Colonel Blathwayt, 2 Sets* 
Shuckburgh Bougluon, Efq; 

Brook Boothby, Efq 
Devereux Bacon, Efq; 

Thomas Budgen, Efq 
Nicholas Baily, Efq; z Sets. 

George Bowes. Efq 

Charles Skrimpftiire Boothby, Efiq 

The Hon. Colonel Ballenden. 

a Bui# 





The Subscribers Names? 


■ " Butler, Efq j 

Thomas Bowers, Efq} 

Francis Barnard, Efq t 
Richard Benyon, Efq; 

Ballard Beck ford, E/qi 
James Bonnel, Eft, 

William Blair, Efq\ 

E. Bayntun, Efq-, 

Charles Brent, Gent, i Sets. 

Mifs Barrel. 

Mrs. Rebecca Briftow. 

Mr. James Baird. 

Mr. Chriftopher Baflano. 

Mr. F. Bailie. 

Mr. James Bonar. 

Mr. Alexander Bofwall, Advocate. 
Mr. James Bruce, Advocate. 

Mrs . Brudenell. 

Mr. William Bogle. 

John Butler, M. D. 


1 C. 

The Earl o/Chefterfield. 

The Earl of Cardigan, 2 Sets. 

The Earl of Ciiolmondeley. 

Earl Cowper, 2 Sets. 

The Earl of Cromer tie. 

Lady Cardigan. 

Lord Chetwynd. 

Lady Chetwynd, 

Lady Ann Cecil. 

Lady Mary Carmichael. 

Lord Cranfton. 

Baron Clark, 2 Sets. 

Sir Jonathan Cope, Bart. 

Lady Carteret. 

Lady Curzon. 

Sir James Cunynghame,£m. 

The Hon. Colonel James Campbell. 
John Clavering, Efq, 

William Campbell, Efy 
James Cole, Efq; 

Francis Carington, Efq; 

David Cunynghamc, Efq; 

The Hon. Richard Cornwallis, Efq; 

J ohn Crawley, Efq; 2 Sets . 

fenry Cavendifh, Efq,; 

John Crew, jnn. Efq; 


Patrick Craufurd, jun. Efq; 

ICellond Courtenay, Efq; 

Edward Coke, Efq-, 

Robeit Coke, E/^; 

The Hon. Francis Chartres, Efq; 
Arthur Champerrowne, Efq; 
Benjamin Col e,Efq; 

Lady Ann Conoliy. 

Robert Colvill, Efq; 

Mrs. Cheveley. 

Atfr.John Crawford. 

Mr. Henry Crawford of Fort St. 
George. 

Mr Hugh Clerk. 

Mrs. Collins. 

Mrs. Cocburn. 


D. 

The Duke of Devonfhire. 

The Earl of Denbigh. 

The Hon. Mrs. Duncombe. 
Anthony Duncombe, Efq; 

Lady Delves. 

Lord Duplin. 

Mrs. Dunch. 

Simon Degge, Efq; 

Mrs. Mary-Anne David. 

The Hon Colonel John Duncombe, 
2 Sets. 

John Dalby, Efq; 

Mrs. Dunbar. 

Major Duroure. 

Hugh Dalrymple, Efq-, 2 Sets. 

Mrs. Margaret Dunbar. 

Sherr ngton Davenport, Efq; 

Mifs Dalhwood. 

Mifs Denoon. 

James Douglas, Efq; 

Afrj. Mary-Anne Deane. 

Henry D’Arcy, Efq; 

Philip Dumoultier, Efq; 

Mr. John Dickfon, Surgeon. 

Mr. George Drummond, Advocate. 


E. 

The Earl <?/Exeter. 

































Mis', 


The Subscribers Names. 


Uetsky, 


The Countefs of Exeter. 

JjVt.Efl' ’ The Countef of Egliutoub, 4 Sets. 
Lord Erskine. _ 

, Lady Frances Erskine. 

Mufick-Society at Edinburgh, 

Mr's° Si n. 

Sir James Elphinftone, Bart, 

Sir jofeph Eyles. 

The Hon. George Evans, Efq\ 
William Elliot, Efq\ 

^George Elliot, Efq-, j 
Mifs Elton. 

Mrs. Edgar. 

Charles Streater Ellis, 

Richard Edwards, Efqi 
Mifs Ecclefton. 

Godfrey Echlin, Efq\ 

Mrs. Sybilla Egerton. 

Mr. James Everec. 


Hugh Clerk, 
'*• Collins. 
^.Cocbnin. 


D, 


D«ke o/Dcvonlbire. 
[itEirl sf Denbigh. 

Iw Ha. Mri.Dumk 


F. 


UijDcm Lord Falkland. 

LriDuplin. The Hon. Charles Fane, Efq ; 
j^jy, The Hon . Mrs. Fortefcue, 2 Sets. 

'lataA Str Arrhur Forbes > B(irt - 

Mn Mry-Anne David. Charles Fietewood, Efq, 
hM tori lolinDlK'William Fownes, Efq, i Sets. 

John Farquharfon, Efq-, 
ll( uu & William Frecman ; Efo 

TnnW J Mrs Fowkc * 

’ James Falconer of Mountown, Efq;, 

R8Sk**“chard Fowler Bfr 

John Falconer of Phefdo, Efq; 

‘Mr. Robert Freebairn, 3 Sets. 
William Fullerton, M.D. 

Mr. Brice Fiftier. 

Mr. David Foulis. 

Mr. John Fefting. 

Mr. Michael Chriftian Fefting. 

’’ Mr Hugh Forbes, Advocate. 

1111 Mr. William Feilde. 


ffl/T D’fofyfi' 


£■ Lord Guildford. 

Lady Betty Germain- 


Sir ThcmasGrofvenor, Bart. 

Sir John Gifford, Bart. 

Burnngton Gold i worthy, Efq, l Set 
Thomas Gordon, Efq;, 

Thomas Gamier, Efq;, 

Samuel Gumley, £fq> 

Colonel Gucft. 

Alexander Geddes, Efq; 

Mifs Mary Gilbert, 2 Sets . 

--—Gordon, Efq-, 

Capt. Thomas Gilbert. 

Mifs Gordon. 

Jonn Gafcoyne, Efq; 

George Fitz-Gerald, Efq} 

Jofeph Gafcoigne, Efq-, 

Mr. John Gam bier. 

Mr. Alexander Gordon. 

Mr. Robert Glas. 


H. 

The Dutchefs of Hamilton, 6 Sets. 
The Duke of Hamilton, 5 Sets. 

The Earl of Hartford. 

The Countefs of Hartford. 

The Earl of Hume. 

Lord How. 

Lord Hobart. 

Lord Hillsborough. 

Lady Hillsborough. 

Lady Margaret Cavendifh Harley, 
Lord Anne Hamilton. 

Lord William Hamilton. 

Lady Sufan Hamilton, iScts. 

Lady Chariot Hamilton. 

Sir Thomas Hobby, Bart. 
Newburgh Hamilton. 

Henry Harpur, Efq} 1 Sets. 

John Hayes, Efq-, 

Richard Herbert, Efq\ 

Alexander Harvey, Efq} 

John Harpur, Efq > 

Thomas Hall, Efq} 

Mrs. Strangeways Horner. 
Alexander Hay of Drumellier, Efq} 
William Hay, Efqj 
Henry Arthur Herbert, Efq} 
William Hall, Efq-, 

Richard Hoare, Efq> 5 Sets • 

- a * The 













The Subscribers Names. 


The Hon. John Hsrt, Efq; 

Thomas Hamilron, Efq; 

Mrs. Jane Hanger. 

Charles Handafyd, Efq; 

John Hay, Efq ; 

Ti’omas Heath, E/q} 

Mrs. E zabeth Hunter. 

Capt Robert Hud Ton, jun. 
Alexander Hume, Efq; 

Heron Hart, Efq , 

Jofeph Andreife Hodges, Efq; 

The Hon. Colonel Roger Handafyd. 
Bad! Hamilton, Efq ; 

Nathaniel Hickmasi, Efq; 

The Hon. Robert Hunter, Efq; 
James Halden, Tfof 
John Hylton, Efq; 

The Hon. Charles Howard, Efq; 
Jacob Houblon, Efq; 

Mr. Thomas Hamfoq. 

Mr. Nathaniel Hills. 

Mr. Jofeph Hifcox. 


I. 

The Earl of Inchiquin. 

The Hon. James Johnfton, Efq; 
Lady Ii win. 

Ralph Jenifon, Efq; 

James Joy, Efq; 

Theodore Jacobfen, Efq; 

Arbhibald lnglis of Auchindenny, 
Efq; 

lfaac Jamineau, Efq; 


K* 

The Buie cf Kent. 

The Duke of Kingfton, 
The Earl of Kinrore. 

Lord Vifcount Kilimorey 
Lady Killraorey. 

Lord Vifcount Kenmure. 
Lord ICinfale. 

Colonel Kennedy. 

The Hon. John King, Efq; 
Mrs. King. 

Cap. Reginald Kemeys. 


L. 

The Duke of Leeds, 7 Sets . 

The Dutchefs of Leeds, 2 Sets. 
The Earl of Loudon. 

The Countefs o/Londopderry. 
Lady Georgine Caroline Lenos. 
The Hon . Charles Leflie, Efq; 
The Hon. Andrew Leflie, Efq; 
Sir Berkeley Lucy, Bart . 

Sir Thomas Lowther, Bart. 
William Lewis le Grand, Efq; 
The Hon. Thomas Lyon, Efq; 
Mrs. Le Grand. 

John Lethieullier, Efq; 
Manning Lethieullier, Efq; 
George Lockhar^, Efq; 

Mrs. Lockwood. 

Mrs. Ann Lacon. 

Edward le Grand, Efq; 1 Sets, 
Richard Lucas, Efq; 

Daniel Lock, Eff; 

William Lock, Efq; 

John Lewis, Efq; 

Mifs Le Grand. 

Mifs Laliy. 

Mifs Lingard, 2 Sets. 

John Letebure, Efq; 

Mr. William Lindlay, 3 Sets . 
Mr. John Lauder, 1 Sets. 

Mr. Gabriel Lepipre. 

Mr Edward Lee, jun. 

Mr. James Lowe, 2 Sets. 

Mr. William Livingfton. 


M. 

The Dutchefs of Marlborough, 

The Duke of Montrofe. 

The Dutchefs of Mcntrofe. 

The Earl of Morron. 

The Earl cf Marchmont. 

The Countefs of Murray. 

The Earl of Montrath. 

Lord Vifcount Mu skerry. 

Lord Mordaunf. 

Lady Murray. 

uly 
































^MES, 


l. 


to, 

^* r l tf Loudon, 
^flfLondo^ 
JlGtorgmc Caroline l/n 
Hw -Claries Uflie,| 

1 ^ n ' ^drew I4q 

^ TLoraas Lovjtb, Iw, 
l: - :m Lewis leG«,|i 


Lt Grand. 


|ob Ltthieuilier,^; 
Winning Lethyiicr, | 
George Lodli^l^ 
Hn.lockwood, 

Wn. Ann Lacon. 


Edward ic Grand, JjjjiSs 
Rictod Lucas, |jj 
Daniel Lock, Iff 
Vilam Lock, Iff 
Jolin Lewis, IJj) 
i'u Le Grand. 
Jfjjliy. 

Hijs Lingard, iStli, 
John Lctcbure, Ifo 
^.Wiliam Lirlj.jk, 
Mr.Jolio Lauder, iSiti, 

\ Hr. Gabriel Lepipre. 

Hr Edward Lce,j«a. 
ifr,Junes Lowe, A 
William Livirgfton, 


l 


frMifmd. 
litMhtltfttmi 
fa frrl if Motion. 

ci EtrlfMitchMl 

bCmitM Monty 

/ Earl o/Mootratfi. 
jriJcmiMaf 
i Mordant. 


The Subscribers Names. 


Indy Mainwaring. 

lady Margaret Montgomery. 

lady Bab. Man lei. 

Sir William Maxwell of Monreeth. 
Bart. 

Kenneth Mackenzie, Efq; i Sets. 
John Edmund Mifaubin, Efq; 
William Morehead, Efq; fSets. 

Mrs. Morehead. 

Peter Mallorty, Efq; 

The Hon Colonel Robert Murray. 
The Hon. Colonel Thomas Murray. 
The Hon . John Mordaunt, Efq; z 
Sets. 

The Hon Colonel Montagu. 

The Hon . Patrick Murray, Efq; 
William Murray, Efq; of Oughter- 
tyre. 

James Madan, Efq; 

Robert My re, Efq; 

William Myre, Efq; 

Edward Monday, Efqi 
Mrs Meynell, i Sets. 

Edward Mainwaring, Efq; 

John Pepper Medlicot, Efq; z Sets. 
George Maddifon, Efq; 

Richard Meggot, Efq; 

Mrs. Sarah Morgan. 

Amos Meredith, Efq j 
Capt. Robert Mead. 

Capt. Samuel Martin. 

Mrs. Ann Mills. 

Mrs. Muilman. 

Mrs. Meredith. 

John Morgan, Efq, 

George M c Enzie, Efq;, 

David Mallet, Efq; 

John Mitchelfoneo/Midletoun,E/^[i 
Peter des Maizeaux, Efq; 

Patrick Murray, Efq-, 

The Hon. Samuel Mafham, Efq; 

Mr. H nry M c Cullok. 

Air. John Murray. 

Mr, Thomas Mylne. 

Mr -William M c Gibbon. 

A/r.John M* Gill, Surgeon in Edin¬ 
burgh. 

Mr. William Maitland. 


N. 

The Duke o/NewcaftleJ 
The Dutchefs of Norfolk. 
Sir Michael Newton. 
Richard Nafh, Efq; 
Samuel Newcon, Efqi 
William Nairne,.#/^ 
Robert Needham, Efqi 
Mifs Nafh. 

Charles Newton, Efqi 
Peter Nepveu, Efqi 
John Neale, Efqi 
William Neale, Efqi 


O. 

The Earl of Oxford. 

The Countefs of Oxford. 

The Earl of Orrery. 

The Rt . Hon. Arthur Onflow, Efa 
William Ogle, Efqi 
George Ogle, Efqi 


P. 

The Earl of Plymouth.' 

The Countefs of Plymouth. 

The Earl of Port more. 

The Countefs of Pembroke. 

Lord Percival. 

The Hon. Mrs . Page. 

The Rt. Hon. William Pulteney, Efq; 
Lady Philippa Pratt. 

The Hon. Colonel Pyor. 

Sir Herbert Packington, Bart* 
Richard Powis, Efqi 
Thomas Pitt, Efq; 

Thomas Powis, Efqi 1 Set si 
Mifs Pyne. 

German Pole, Efq; 

, ■ . ■■Popham, Efqi 

William Patton, Efqi 
Mifs Patton, 4 Sets, 

Mrs. Pitt. 

Capt . Richard Pidgcaa^ 

Tho 








The Subscribers Names. 


Thomas Prowfe, Efq; 

Mr. James Pringle. 

Mr. Walter Pringle. 

Mr. John Porterfield, Advocate. 


CL 

The Duke o/Queensberry. 

The Dutchefs of Queensberry. 


R. 

The Dutchefs of Richmond. 

The Duke of Rutland. 

The Earl ef Rothes. 

Sir Thomas Robinfon, Hart. 
Lady Rich. 

Thomas Rolt, Efq; i Sets. 
"William RichardJon. Efq-, 

James Rochefort, Efq-, 

Edward Repington, jun. Efq; 
Monfeur Reichenbach. 

Charles Rigby, Efq; 

Phil p Roberts, Efq; 

Andrew Reid, Efq\ 

James Rofs, Efq, Portdeveaux. 
Mr. John Richter. 

Mr. Allan Ram fay. 


S. 

The Marquefs of Se afort, 6 Sets. 
The Earl ef Sunderland. 

The Comtefs of Sunderland, 2 Sets. 
The Earl of Strathmore, 6 Sets. 
The Earl of Stair. 

The Earl of Shaftesbury. 

Laron Sparre, 2 Sets. 

The Right Hon. Lady Betty Seymour. 
Lady Somervi'le. 

Sir Archibald Stuart, Bart . 

Sir George Stewart, Bart. 

Sir Robert Smith, Bart. 

Sir Harry Slingsby, Bart. 

The Hon. Sir William Stanhope, 
Knt. of the Bath. 

James Stuart, Effr 


The Hon. Mrs. South well. 

Mifs Skerret. 

The Hon. John Spencer, Efq,; 4 Sets. 
The Hon. John Shirley, Efq- y 
The Rt. Hon. Oliver St George, Ef^ 
John Steuart, Efq; 2 Sets. 

Mrs . Stark. 

The Hon. Mrs. Somerville. 

John Snow, Efq-, 

The Rt. Hon. Edward Southwell, 

Mrs. Strode, iSets. 

Hugh Scott, Efq-, 

James Stapleton, Efq; 

The Hon. Charles Stanhope, Efq; 
William Scott, Efq; 

Mifs Sandilands. 

Henry Shelley, Efq; 

Thomas Sam well, Efq; 

Miles Stapylton, Efq; 

Richard Spencer , EJq; 

The Hon. John Stanhope, Efq; 
Philip Southcott, Efq; 

Mrs. Elizabeth Southwell. x 
Mr John Swinhoe. 

Mr. Alexander Stewart. 


T. 

The Comtefs o/Tankerville. 

Lord Tullamoore. 

Lady Tyrawley. 

The Hon .Brigadier Tyrrel. 

Sir Edmund Thomas, Bart . 

Mrs. Treby. 

David Threipland, Efq; 

John Tayleur, Efq; 

Pate Thorowgood, Efq; 1 Sets . 
John Tothill, Efq; 

Capt. Roger Tublay. 

Mifs Turner. 

V. 

Sir Charles Vernon. 

George Venables Vernon, Efq; 6 
Sets. 

Mrs Vanham. 

The Hon . William Vane, Efq; 

W. 




























&MES. 


IHactT,!/,, 
!»W S&W jl 

ail 

»«■ Mrj.Sometvillc. 

&»W» Eft; 

^ ^ Edwaid SoatSi 

tak, iSetj, 


l « Stapleton, % 
lfl * Charles Stank,! 
••*ie Scott) Efo 
‘ Sadkds. 
■fUtfiEfc 
»nm8«BweU/)j 
Sttpylton, % 
iW Spent, ^ 
i* Hu. John Stanhope,! 
hfy Southcott, fjj; 
k&i.leiiubech Southwd 
Mr John Swinhoe. 
Mr.WerSm 


The Subscribers Names. 


w. 

The Earl of Wemyfs. 

The Count efs of Wemyfs. 

Lady Robert Walpole. 

Lady Walpole. 

Lady Walters. 

John Wauchop, Efo\y 
Worth Watfon, Efa 
Solomon White, Efopy 
Robert Waller, Efq; 

General Wade. 

; Thomas Weldon,°£y^j 
Peter Warren, Efo 
James Watfon of Sauchton, Efy 
Watkin Williams Wynne, Efq m , 

Mrs. Waller. 

Andrew Wauchop o/Niddrie, Efq; 


Nat. Wetenhall, Efo 
Capt. David Wilkie. 

The Hon. Henry Windfor,.#/^ 
Edward Wortley, Efq; 

Thomas Wollafcor, Efcfc 
Anthony Welden, Efy 
Thomas Watts, Efqi 
Mr. William Wood. 

Mr. Thomas Whitehorne. Surgeon. 
Mr. William Waller. 

Mr. Charles Weideman. 

Mr. John Wright. 

Mr. Dudley Woodbridge. 

Mr. John Walkinlhaw. 

Mr. Wallh, iSets. 


Y. 

Sir William Yonge, Bart. 


* 


T. 

iWTuiiun&ore. 

., 

v Mmoiid Thomas. 
UrM]. 

fti-M Hueiplai»UJfi 

]cjjTM % 

7, 


;hir!ts Vernon. 
re 


- 










■' 





























hfvccL 


ifteis % - 


hoJUbi 


/crto &MUL0 ryio , 










r"# 

tr 

=c=E== fi = 

fpj-^ j r ; 

Q..II. rr: 

1 *2% 

cksdiAl 

L 

3 lay; and 

F*ff= 

\=t+- * * f [ 

wanton Ain _h.ei 

| IK 

• Een. 

\ — $4 



t:H ,.~: "i ' 

:^3E 


o 


Alii 


Htr Ar 
Ms til 

h\ 






























































































































































































11 


gjp± Orpheus Caledonius. 

lmy Sldll. si _ 


VOL. I. 



The Lafs i?/’Peaty’s Mill. 

H E Lafs ofTeaty’s Mill, 

So bonny, blyth and gay, 

In fpight of all my skill. 

Hath Hole my Heart a^vay.- 
When tedding of the Hay 
Bare-headed on the Green, 

Love ’midft her Locks did play, 

And wanton’d in her Een. 




Her Arms, white, round and fmooth, 
her E eJ1 • B rea ft s riling in their Dawn, 

VOL. I. 
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2 Orpheus Caledonius. 

To Age it would give Youth, 

To prefs ’em with his Hand. 

Thro’ all my Spirits ran 
An Extafy of Blifs, 

When I fuch Swcetnefs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy Kifs. 

Without the help of Art, 

Like Flowers which grace the Wild, 

She did her Sweets impart, 

When e’er (hefpoke or fmil’d. 

Her Looks they were fo mild, 

Free from affected Pride, 

She me to Love beguil’d, 

I wifh’d her for my Bride. 

O had I all that Wealth 
Hoptoun’s high Mountains fill, 
Infur’dlong Life and Health, 

And Pleafures at my will ; 

I’d promife and fulfill, 

That none but bonny fhe, 

The Lafs of e P^aty's Mill, 

Shou’d lhare the fame wi’ me. 
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o RPHEUS CALEDONIUS. 



n TTK'/st 

Befly Bell and Mary Gray. 

O BeJJy Bell and Mary Gray, 

They are twa bonny Lafles, 

They bigg'd a Bower on yon Burn-brae, 

And theek’d it o’er wi’ rafhes. 

Fair BeJJy Bell I loo’d yeftrecn, 

And thought I ne’er cou’d alter; 

But Mary Grafs twa pawky Een, 

They gar my Fancy falter. 

Now Bejfy's Hair’s like a Lint-tap; 

She fmiles like a May Morning, 

When Thee bus ftarts frae Thetis Lap, 

The Hills with Rays adorning : 

White is her Neck, lift is her Hand, 

Her Walle and Feet's fu’ genty ; 

With ilka Grace {he can command ; 

Her Lips, O wow ! they’re dainty. 

And Mary's Locks are like the Crave, 

Her Een like Diamonds glances ; 

She’s ay fae clean, redd up and braw. 

She kills whene’er fhc dances : 

B 2 Blyth 


J 








4 Orpheus Caledonius. 

Blythas a Kid, with Wit at will, 

She blooming tight and tall is j 

And guides her Airs faegracefu’ ftill, 

O Jove! Che’s like thy Talias. 

Dear BeJJy Bell and Mary Gray, 

Ye unco fair opprefs us ; 

Our Fancies jee between you twa 
Ye are fic bonny Lafles ; 

Wae’s me 1 for baith I canna get, 

Toane by Law we’re ftented j 

Then I’ll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 
And be with ane contented. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 
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m. . 

The Bujh abom Traquair. ' ‘ 1 

V 

H Ear me, ye Nymphs, and every Swain, 

I’ll tell how Teggy grieves me, 

Tho’ thus I languifh, thus complain, 

Alas! fhe ne’er believes me. 

My Vows and Sighs, like filent Air, 

Unheeded never move her; 

At the bonny Bufh aboon Traquair , 

Twas there I firftdid love her. 

That Day fhe fmil’d, and made me glad. 

No Maid Teem’d ever kinder ; 

I thought my felf the luckieft Lad, 

So fweetly there to find her. 

I try’d to Tooth my am’rous Flame, 

In Words that I thought tender; 

If more there pafs’d, I’m not to blame, 

\ I meant not to offend her. 

Yet now fhe fcornful flies the Plain, 

The Fields we then frequented; 

If e’er we meet, fhe (hews difdain. 

She looks as ne’er acquainted. 
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6 Orpheus Ca ledonius. 

The bonny Bufh bloom’d fair in May. 

Its Sweets I’ll ay remember; 

But now her Frowns make it decay. 

It fades as in ‘December. 

Ye rural Powers, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus fhould ‘Peggy grieve me ? 

Oh! make her Partner in my Pains, 

Then let her Smiles relieve me. 

If not, my Love will turn Defpair, 

My Paflion no more tender, 

111 leave the Bufh aboon Traquair, 

To lonely Wilds I’ll wander. 
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Orpheus Caledon ius. 
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A \ * l6&1 1,1 V-? 

Throw the Wood Ladie. 

A S early 1 walk’d, on the firft of fweet Maj% 

Befide a clear Fountain, 

Beneath a fteep Mountain, 


1 heard a fweet Flute foft Melody play, 

““ 1 Whilft Echo refounded the dolorous Lay. 

I lift’ncd and look’d, and fpy’d a young Swain, 
With AfpeCt diftreffed, 

And Spirits oppreffed. 

Seem'd clearing afrefh, as the Sky after Rain, 

And thus he difeover’d how he ftrove with his Pam. 
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Tho’ Cloris be coy. Why (hou’d I repine, 

That a Nymph much above me, 

Vouchfafcs not to love me, 

In her Rank of Merit I never can fhine ; 

Then why fhouldl feck to debafe her to mine: 

No, henceforth Efteem {hall bridle Dcfire, 

And in due Subjection, 

Retain warm Affection 5 
No Spark of Self-love (hall blaze in my Fire, 

Then where is the Swain can more humbly admire. 

When Paflion fhall ceafe to rage in my Brcaft, 

Then quiet returning, 

Shall hulh all my Mourning ; And 





































And Lord of myfelf, in abfolute reft, 

111 hug the Condition that Heaven thinks beft. 
Thus Friendfhip unmixt, and wholly refin’d. 
May yet be refpeded, 

Tho’Love is reje&ed : 

And Cloris rauft own, tho’ fhe (till proves unkind 
That there is no fuch Friend as a Lover refign’d. 

May the fortunate Swain, who hereafter ftiall fue, 
With happy Endeavour, 

To gain her dear Favour, 

Know as well as I, what to Cloris is due, 

Be ftill more deferving and never lefs true. 

Whilft I difingag’d from Wifhes and Fears, 
Tranquillity tailing. 

On Liberty feafting, 

In hopes of fureBlifs fhall pafs my few Years, 

And long to efcape from this Valley of Tears. 

Ye Powers that prefideover virtuous Love, 

Now aid me with Patience, 

To bear my Vexations, 

With noble Defigns my winged Heart move, 

V ith Sentiments pureft my Notions improve. 

If e'er my young Heart be caught in Love’s Chain, 
May Prudence dired me, 

And Courage proted me, 

Prepar’d for all Fates, rememb’ring the Swain, 

That grew happily wife, after loving in vain. * 
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V. 

Blejl as the Immortal Gods . 

\ Left as th’Immortal Gods is he, 

The Youth who fondly fits by thee* 
And hears and fees thee all the while, 

Softly fpeak and fweetly fmile. 

'Twas this depriv’d my Soul of Reft, 

And rais’d fuch Tumults in my Breaft ; 

For while I gaz’d, in Tranfport toft. 

My Breath was gone, my Voice was lofh 


My Bofom glow’d, the fubtile Flame 
llraifjjk Ran quick through all my vital Frame, 
O’er my dim Eyes a Darknefs hung. 

My Ears with hollow Murmurs rung; 
In dewy Damps my Limbs were chill’d. 
My Blood with gentle Horrors thrill’d, 
J55 My feeble Pulfe forgot to play, 

I fainted, funk, and died away. 
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VI. 


The lajl time I came o'er the Moor . 


T H E laft time I came o’er the Moor, 

I left my Love behind me ; 

Yc Powers! what Pain do I endure, 

When foft Ideas mind me ? 

Soon as the ruddy Morn difplay’d 
The beaming Day enfuing, 

I met betimes my lovely Maid, 

In fit Retreats for wooing. 

Beneath the cooling Shade wc lay. 

Gazing and chaftly fporting 5 
We Icifs’d and promis’d time away, > 

Till Night fpread her black Curtain. 

I pity’d all beneath the Skies, 

Ev’n Kings when flic was nigh me; 

In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 

Shou’d I be call’d where Cannons roar, 

Where mortal Steel may wound me 5 
Or caft upon fome foreign Shore, 

Where Dangers may furrouad me ; 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Yet Hopes again to fee my Love, 

To feaft on glowing Kiflcs, 

Shall make my Cares at diftance move, 
In profped: of fuch BliiTes. 

In all my Soul there’s not one Place, 

To let a Rival enter: 

Since fhe excels in every Grace, 

In her my Love lhall center. 

The Sea Lhall fooner ccafe to flow, 

Its Waves the Alps lhall cover. 

On Greenlandlcc lhall Rofes grow. 
Before I ccafe to love her. 

The next time I go o’er the Moor, 

She lhall a Lover find me; 

And that my Faith is firm and pure, 

Tho’ I left her behind me; 

Then Hymen’s facred Bonds lhall chain. 
My Heart to her fair Bofom, 

And while my Being does remain, 

My Love more frelh lhall bloffom. 
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VII. 


The Yellow-hair d Laddie . 


I N April, when Primrofes paint the fweet Plain, 
And Summer approaching rejoiceth the Swain) 
The Tellow haird Laddie would oftentimes go 
To Wilds and deep Glens, where the Hawthorn- 
trees grow. 



'/ 


There, udder the Shade of an old facred Thorn, 
With Freedom he fung his Loves Ev’ning and Morn: 
He fang withfo faft and inchanting a Sound, 
That Silvans and Fairies unfecn danc’d around. 




The Shepherd thus fung, Tho’ young Maya be fair, 
Her Beauty is daflfd with a fcornfu’ proud Air; 
But Sufie was handfomc, and fwcctly could fing, 
Her Breath like the Breezes perfum'd in the Spring. 

That Madie in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 
Like the Moon was unconftant, and never fpoke 
Truth: 

Bvit Sufie was faithful, good-drumour’d and free, 
And fair as the Goddefs who lprung from the Sea. 

That 



























































































































































































































Orpheus Caledonius. 
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That Mamma’s fine Daughter, with all her great 
Dow’r, 

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently fow’r : 

Then, fighing, he wilhed, would Parents agree. 
The witty fweet Sujie his Miftrefs might be. 
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7,^/u The bonny SCOT. 


To the Tune of. The Bo at-Man. 


Y E Gales, that gently wave the Sea, 
And pleafe the canny Boat-man, 
Bear fne frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny .SW-Man : 

In haly Bands 
We join’d our Hands, 

Yet may not this difcover. 

While Parents rate 
A large Eftate, 

Before a faithful Lover. 

But I loor chufe in Highland Glens 
To herd the Kid and Goat-Man, 

E’er I cou’d for fc little Ends 
Refufc my bonny Scot-M.zn. 

Wae worth the Man 
Wha firft began 
The bale ungenerous Falhion, 

Frae greedy Views 
Love’s Art to ufe. 

While Strangers to its PalTion. 
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Orpheus Caledon iu s. 15 

Frae foreign Fields, my lovely Youth, 

Hafte to thy longing Laflie, 

Wha pants to prefs thy bawmy Mouth, 

And in her Bofom hawfe thee. 

Love gi’csthe Word, 

Then hafte on Board, 

Fair Winds and tenty Boat-Man, 

Waft o'er, waft o’er 
Frae yonder Shore, 

My blyth, my bonny Scot- Man. 
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IX. 

^ h, '/** «l$P L i n and G ri s v parting. 


To the Tune of. Woe's my Heart that sae fhould 
funder. 


TT Tith broken Words, and down-caft Eyes, 

V V Poor Colin fpoke his PafTion tender * 
And, parting with his Grify, crys, 

Ah ! woe’s my Heart that wc fhould f tnde. 
To others I am cold as Snow, * 


But kindle with thine Eyes like Tinder: 
Prom thee with Pain I’m forc’d to go; 

It breaks my Heart that we fhould funder. 


Chain d to thy Charms, I cannot range. 
No Beauty new my Love fhall hinder. 
Nor Time nor Place fhall ever change 
My Vows, tho’ we’re oblig’d to funder. 
The Image of thy graceful Air, 

And Beauties which invite our Wonder, 
Thy lively Wit, and Prudence rare, 

Shall fill be prefent, tho’ we funder. 


Dear 























































































































































































































Orpheus - Caledonius. 


Dear Nymph, believe thy Swain in this, 
You’ll ne’er engage a Heart that’s kinder> 
Then feal a Promife with a Kifs, 

Always to love me, tho’ we funder. 

Ye Gods, take care of my dearLafs, 

That as I leave her I may find her: 

When that bleft time fhall come to pals, 
We’ll meet again, and never funder. 
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X. 

The Broom of Cowdenknows. 

O The Broom, the bonny Broom , 

The Broom of Cowdenknows j 
I wifi) I were at hame again , 

To milk my 'Baddy’s Ews. 


How blyth ilk Morn was I to fee. 
The Swain come o’er the Hill! 

He skip'd the Burn, and flew to me : 
I met him with good Will. 

O the Broom , &c. 


I neither wanted Ew nor Lamb 
While his Flock near me lay ; 
He gather’d in my Sheep at E’en, 
And chear’d me a’ the Day. 

O the Broom , &c. 



y. 


He tun’d his Pipe and Reed fae fweet. 
The Birds flood lift’ning by : 

E’en the dull Cattle flood and gaz’d, 
Charm’d with his Melody. 

O the Broom, &c. 
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While thus we {pent our Time by turns, 
Betwixt our Flocks and Play: 

I envy’d not the faireft Dame, 

Tho’ ne’er To rich and gay. 

O the Broom , &c. 

Hard Fate that I fhou’d banifh’d be, 

Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becaufe I lov'd the kindeft Swain, 

That ever yet was born. 

O the Broom , &c. 

He did oblige me ev’ry Hour, 

Cou’d I but faithfu’ be ; 

He ftaw my Heart: cou’d I refufe, 
Whate’er he ask’d of me ? 

O the Broom, &c. 

My Doggie, and my crooked Stick, 
May now lie ufelcfs by, 

My Plaidy, Broach and little Kitt, 

That held my Wee Soup Whey. 

O the Broom , &c. 

Adieu ye Cowdenknows , adieu ; 
Farewell a’ Pleafures there; 




















20 Orpheus Caledonius. 

Ye Gods reftore to me my Swain, 

Is a’ I crave or care. 

O the Broom, the bonny Broom, 

The Broom of Cowdenknows : 

I wifh I “were at hame again, » 

To milk my ^Daddy’s Ews. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 



tdUiyjs" 

Cotne hap we with thy Petticoat . 

O BELLy thy Looks have kill’d my Heart, 
I pafs the Day in Pain j 
When Night returns, 1 feel the Smart, 

And wifh for thee in vain. 

I’m ftarving cold, while thou art warm: 

Have pity and incline, 

And grant me for a Hap that charm¬ 
ing Petticoat of hine. 

My ravifh’d Fancy in amaze, 

Still wanders o’er thy Charms, 

Delufive Dreams ten thoufand ways, 

Prefent thee to my Arms. 

But waking think what I endure. 

While cruel you decline 
Thofe Pleafures, which can only cure 
1 his panting Bread of mine. 

I faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 

Becaufe you dill deny 
The jud Reward that’s due to Love, 

And let true Paffion die. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 


Oh! turn and let Companion fcize 
That lovely Bread of thine ; 

Thy Petticoat could give me eafe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure Heaven has fitted for Delight, 
That beauteous form of thine. 

And thou’rt too good its Law to flight, 
By hind’ring the Delign. 

May all the Powers of Love agree, 

At length to make thee mine, 

Or loofe my Chains, and fet me free 
Prom cvry Charm of thine. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 
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XII. 

Bonny CHRISTY. 7.'J.yy v / /i u(,r?r 

H O W fweetly fmells the Simmer Green 1 
Sweet tafte the Peach and Cherry $ 

Painting and Order pleafe our Een, 

And Claret makes us merry : 

But fineft Colours, Fruits and Flowers, 

And Wine, tho’ I be thirfty, 

Lofc a’ their Charms and weaker Powers, 

Compar’d with thofe of Chrifiy , 

When wand’ring o’er the flow'ry Park, 

No nat’ral Beauty wanting, 

■low lightfome is’t to hear the Lark, 

And Birds in Confort chanting ? 

But if my Chrifty tunes her Voice, 

I’m rapt in Admiration; 

Viy Thoughts with Extafies rejoice, 

And drap the hale Creation. 

Whene’er (he fmiles a kindly Glance, 

I take the happy Omen, 
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24 O RPHEUS CALEDONIUS. 

And aften mint to make Advance, 
Hoping fhe’ll prove a Woman: 

But, dubious of my ain Defert, 

My Sentiments I Another; 

With fecret Sighs I vex my Heart, 

For fear fhe love another. 

Thus fang blate Edie by a Burn, 

His Chrijly did o’er-hcar him j 

She doughtna let her Lover mourn, 

But e’er he wift drew near him. 

She fpake her Favour with a Look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her 4 . 

He wifely this white Minute took, 

And flang his Arms about her. 

My Chrijly ! -witnefs, bonny Stream, 

Sic Joys frae Tears arifing, 

I with this may nae be a Dream * 

O Love the maift furprifing! 

Time was too precious now for Tauk 5 
This Point of a’ his Wifhes 

He wadna with fet Speeches bauk. 

But war’d it a* on KilTcs. 
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XIII. 

Scornfu Nancy, 


\T Anfy s to the Green Wood gane, 

To hear the Gowdfpink chat’rin'g,' 
]And Willie he has follow’d her, 

To gain her Love by flat’ring i 
f fl^ But a’ that he cou’d fay or do. 


She geck’d and fcorned at him ? 
p± I' r And ay when he began to woo, 

1 L ' : She bad him mind wha gat him. 



jWhat ails ye at my Dad, quoth hey 
My Minny or my Aunty 
•u With Crowdy-Mowdy they fed me, 


jrnS^ Lang-kail and Ranty-tanty 
^^tVith Bannocks of good Barley-Meal, 
Of thac there was right plenty. 

With chapped Stocks fou butter’d well/ 
And was not that right dainty ? 


















































Altho’ my Daddy was nae Laird, 

Tis daffin to be vaunty, 

He keepit ay a good Kail-yard, 

A Ha* Houfe and a Pantry: 

A good blew Bonnet on his Head, 
AnOwrlay 'bout his Cragy; 

And ay until the Day he died, 

He rade on good Shanks Nagy. 

Now wae and wander on your Snout, 
Wad ye^hae bonny Nanfy .? 

Wad ye compare ye'r fel* to me, 

A Docken till a Tanfie ? 

I have a Wooer of my ain, 

They ca* him fouple Sandy y 

And well I wat his bonny Mou 
Is fweetlike Sugar-candy. 

Wow Nanfy , what needs a’ this Din ? 
Do I not ken this Sandy ? 

I’m furc the chief of a’ his Kin 
Was Rab the Beggar randy : 

His minny Meg upo’ her Back 
Bare baith him and his Billy ; 

Will he compare a nafty Pack 
To me your winfome Willy ? 
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^OtUUs, 





My Gutcher left a good braid Sword, 
Tho’ it be auld and rufty, 

Yet yc may tak it on my Word, 

It is baith flout and trufty; 

And if I can but get it drawn. 

Which will be right uneafy, 

I fhall lay baith my Lugs in pawn, 
That he fhall get a Heezy. 


® ° ^ Then Nanjy turn’d her round about. 
And laid, did Sandy has ye, 

J : Ye wadna mifs to get a Clout, 

I ken he difna fear ye: 

Sae had ye'r Tongue and fay nae mair, 
: H Set fomewhere elfe your fancy } 
For as lang’s Sandy’s to the Fore, 

Ye never fhall get Nanjy. 
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tcL lyjs- XIV. 

The Highland Laddie . 


O My bonny bonny Highland Laddie, 

O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, 
When I was fick and like to die , 

He row'd me in his Highland Tlaidy. 

The Law land Lads think they are fine j 
But O they’re vain and idly gawdy! 

How much unlike thatgracefu’ Mica, 

And manly Looks of my HighlandL addi 
O my bonny , &c. 

If I were free at Will to chufe 

To be the wealthicft Lawland Lady, 

Id take young ‘Honald without Trews, 

With Bonnet blew, and belted Plaidy. 

O my bonny , &c. 

TheBraweft Beau in Borrows-town, 

In a’ his Airs, with Art made ready, 
Compair d to him, he’s but a Clown j 
He’s finer far in’s tartan Plaidy. 

O my bonny , &c. 






































































































































Orpheus Caledonius, 
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O’er benty Hill with him I’ll run. 

And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady. 
Frae Winter’s Cauld, and Summer’s Sun, 
He’ll fcreen me with his Highland Plaidy, 
0 my bonny , 3cc. 


A painted Room, and filken Bed, 

May pleafe a LawlandhtixA and Lady; 
But I cart kifs, and be as glad 
Behind a Bufli in’s Highland Plaidy. 

0 my bonny , &c. 


Few Compliments between us pafs, 

I ca’ him my dear Highland Laddie, 
And he ca’s me his Lawlandhzk, 

Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy. 
0 my bonny , See. 


Nae greater Joy I’ll e’er pretend. 

Than that his Love prove true and fteady, 

Like mine to him, which ne’er (hall end, | 

While Heaven preferves my Highland Laddie. 

0 my bonny bonny Highland Laddie , 

O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, 

When I was Jtck and like to die , 

He row’d mein his Highland Tlaidy. 


XV, 





















* '/ f ' ) 

xv. 

Blink o'er the Burn. 


A S gentle Turtle Dove, 

By cooing fhews Defire, 
As Ivys Oak do love. 

And twining round afpirc: 

So I my Betty love, 

So I my Betty woo, 

I coo as coos the Dove, 
v And twine as Ivys do. 


A 


Her Kifs is Tweet as Spring, 

Like June her Bofom’s warm. 
The Autumn ne’er did bring. 

By half. To Tweet a Charm. 

As living Fountains do 
Their Favours ne’er repent. 

So Betty 's Bleflings grow. 

The more, the more they’re lent. 


Leave Kindred and Friends, Tweet Betty , 
Leave Kindred and Friends for me j 
Affur’d thy Servant is fteddy 
To Love, to Honour, and Thee. 













































































































































































































Orpheus Caledonius. 31 

The Gifts of Nature and Fortune, 

May fly, by chance as they came; 

They’re Grounds the Deflinies fport on. 

But Vertue is ever the fame. 

Altho’ my Fancy were roving, 

Thy Charms fo heavenly appear. 

That other Beauties difproving, 

I’d worfhip thine only, my Dear.' 

And fhou’d Life’s Sorrows embitter, 

The Pleafure we promis’d our Loves, 

To (hare them together is fitter. 

Than moan afunder, like Doves. 

Oh! were I but once fo blefied, 

To grafp my Love in my Arms! 

By thee to be grafped! and kified! 

And live on thy Heaven of Charms! 

I’d laugh at Fortune’s Caprices, 

Shou’d Fortune capricious prove; 

Tho’ Death ftiou’d tear me to pieces, 

I’d die a Martyr to Love. 



XVI. 
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W Hat Beauties does Flora difclofc ? 

How fweet are her Smiles upon Tweed? 
Yet Marys ftill Tweeter than thoTe j 
Both Nature and Fancy exceed. 

Nor Daify, nor Tweet blufhing RoTe, 

Nor all the gay Flowers oT the Field, 

Not Tweed gliding gently thro’ thoTe, 

Such Beauty and PleaTure does yield. 


The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 

The Linnet, the Lark, and the Thrufh, 

The Black-bird, and Tweet cooing Dove, 

With Mufick enchant ev’ryBufh. 

Come, let us go forth to the Mead, 

Let us Tee how the FrimroTes Tpring, 

We'll lodge in Tome Village on Tweed , 

And love while the Feather’d Folks ling. 

How does my Love paTs the long Day ? 

Does Mary not 'tend a Tew Sheep ? 

Do they never careldBy ftray, 

While happily Ihe lies afleep. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Tweed's Murmurs fhould lull her to reft } 
Kind Nature indulging my Blifs, 

To relieve the foft Pains of my Breaft, 

I’d fteal an ambrofial Kite. 

'Tis fhe does the Virgins excell, 

No Beauty with her may compare j 
Love’s Graces all round her do dwell. 

She’s faireft where thoufands are fair. 
Say, Charmer, where do thy Flocks ftray ? 

Oh! tell meat Noon where they feed; 
Shall I feefc them on fweet winding Toy, 
Or the pleafanter Banks of the Tweed? 
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7? hv'jty i-cL t tyfi~ XVII. 

Love is the Caufe of my Mourning. 



B Y a murmuring Stream a fair Shepherdefs lay, 
Be fo kind, O ye Nymphs, I oft times heard 
her fay, 

Tell Strephon I die, if he palles this way, 

And that Love is the Caufe of my Mourning. 
Falfc Shepherds, that tell me of Beauty and Charms, 
You deceive me, for Strephoris cold Heart never 
warms; ‘ 

Yet bring me this Strephon , let me die in his Arms, 
Oh Strephon ! the Caufe of my Mourning. 

But firft, faid (he, let me go 
Down to the Shades below, 

E’er ye let Strephon know. 

That I have lov’d him fo : 

Then on my pale Cheek no Blufhes will fhow, 
That Love was the Caufe of my Mourning. 

Her Eyes were fcarce clofed when Strephon came by, 
He thought fhe’d been fleeping, and foftly drew nigh; 
But finding her breathlefs, oh Heavens! did he cry, 
Ah Chloris! the Caufe of my Mourning. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 35 

Reftore me my Chloris , ye Nymphs ufe your Art 5 
They fighing, reply’d, ’twas yourfelf (hot the Dart, 
That wounded the tender young Shepherdefs’ Heart, 
And kill’d the poor Chloris with Mourning. 

Ah then is Chloris dead, 

Wounded by me! lie faid 
I'll follow thee, chafte Maid, 

Down to the filent Shade. 

Then on her cold fnowy Breaft leaning his Head, 
Expir’d the poor Strephon with Mourning. 
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'/l y utLiyye XVIII. 

Bonny JEAN. 


T O VE 's Goddefs in a Myrtle Grove, 

“ t Said > Cu P id > bend thy Bow with fpeed, 
^or let the Shaft at random rove. 

For Jeanfs haughty Heart muft bleed. 

■The fmiling Boy, with divine Art, 

From Bapkos fhot an Arrow keen, 

Which flew, unerring, to the Heart, 

And kill d the Pride of bonny Jean. 

No more the Nymph, with haughty Air, 
Refufcs JVillf % kind Addrefs• 

Her yielding Blufhcs Ihew no’care, 

But too much Fondnels to lupprels. 

Iso moie thc\outh is fullen now, 

But looks the gayeft on the Green, 

Whilft every Day he fpics fome new 
Surprifing Charms in bonny Jean. 

A thoufand Tranfports croud his Breaft, 

He moves as light as fleeting Wind, 

His former Sorrows feem a Jeft, 

Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind : 
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O RPHEUS CALEDONIUS. 

Riches he looks on with difdain. 

The glorious Fields of War look mean ; 

The chearful Hound and Horn give pain. 

If abfent from his bonny Jean. 

The Day he fpcnds in am’rous Gaze, 
Which ev’n in Summer fhortned feems; 
When funk in Downs, with glad Amaze, 
de wonders at her in his Dreams. 

All Charms difclos’d, fhe looks more bright 
Than Troy s Prize, the Spartan Queen, 
iVith breaking Day, he lifts his Sight, 

And pants to be with bonny Jean. 
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0 J /V *11ids! yyi' 

MARY SCOT. 

H Appy’s the Love which meets return, 
When in foft Flames Souls equal bum. 

But Words are wanting to difcovcr 
The Torments of a hopelefs Lover. 

Ye Regifters of Heaven, relate, 

If looking o’er the Rolls of Fate, 

Did you there fee me mark’d to marrow 
Mary Scot the Flower of Tarrow ? 

Ah no! her Form’s too heavenly fair, 

Her Love the Gods above muft lhare; 

While Mortals with Defpair explore her, 

And at a diftance due adore her. 

O lovely Maid ! my Doubts beguile. 

Revive and blefs me with a Smile: 

Alas! if not, you’ll foon debar a 
Sighing Swain the Banks of Tarrow. 

Be hufh, ye Fears, I’ll not defpair, 

My Mary’s tender as fhe’s fair $ 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Then I’ll go tell her all mine Anguilh, 
She is too good to let melanguifli: 

With Succefs crown’d, I’ll not envy 
The Folks who dwell above the Sky; 
When Mary Scot's become my Marrow 
We’ll make a Paradife on Tarrow • 















■ 1 4\a, / S -3 ■t.dj'yis XX. 

The Mill , Mill—O. 

'his-Wm 4j+iU. 

B Eneath a green Shade I fand a fair Maid, 

Was fleeping found and ftill_O; 

A’Iowan wi’ Love, my Fancy did rove 

Around her with good Will_O: 

Her Bofom I prelt; but, funk in her reft, 

She ftird na my Joy to fpill — O*. 

While kindly fheflept, clofe to her I crept, 

And kifs’d, and fcifs’d her my fill — O. 

Oblig’d by Command in Flanders to land, 

T’ employ my Courage and Skill —. O, 

Frae her quietly I ftaw, hoift Sails and awa, 

For Wind blew fair on the Bill — O. [Fame, 

Twa Years brought me hame, where loud frailing 

Tald me with a Voice right fhrill — O, 

My Lafs, like a Fool, had mounted the Stool, 

Nor kend wha had done her the ill — O. 

* 

Mair fond of her Charms, with my Son in her Arms, 
I ferlying fpeer'd how Ihe fell — Q. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Wi’ the Tear in her Eye, quoth (he, let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell —O. 

Love gave the Command, I took her by the Han^> 
And bad her a’Fears expel —O; 

And nae more look wan, for I was the Man 
Wha had done her the Deed my fell — O. 

My bonny fweet Lafs on the gowany Grafs, 

Beneath the Shilling-hill — O, 

If I did Offence, I’fe make ye Amends 
Before I leave Teggy’s Mill — O. 

O the Mill, Mill — 0, and the Kill , Kill— O, 
And the cogging of the Wheel —. O ; 

The Sack and the Sieve, d that ye maun leave , 
And round with a Sodger reel — 0. 

\ ■ 


























4 2 Orpheus Galedonius. 
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X*XI. 

Johnny rz/zr/ Nelly. 



Johnny. 



H O’ for feven Years and mair, Honour form'd 


reave me, 


To Fields where Cannons rair, thou need na grieve 
thee: 

For deep in my Spirits thy Sweets are indented,• 
And Love £hall preferve ay what Love has imprinted. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I’ll never leave thee. 

Gang the Warldasit will, Deareft, believe me. 


Nelly. 


O Johnny , I’m jealous whene’er ye difeover 
My Sentiments yielding, ye’ll turn a loofe Rover; 
And nought i’ the Warid wad vex my Heart fairer, 


If you prove unconftant, and fancy ane fairer. 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me ! 


A the lang Night and Day, if you deceive me. 
Johnny. 

My Nelly , let never fie Fancies opprefs ye, 

For, while my Blood’s warm, I’ll kindly carefs ye: 

Your 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 4.1 

Your blooming faft Beauties firft beeted Love’s Fire, 
Your Vertue and Wit make it ay flame the higher. 
Leave thee, leave thee. I’ll never leave thee, 

Gang the Warld as it will, Dearcft, believe me. 

Nelly. 

Then, Johnny , I frankly this minute allow ye. 
To think me your Miftfefs, for Love gars me trovP 

.ye, 

And gin ye prove faufe, to ye’r fell be it faid then. 
Ye’ll win but fma’ Honour to wrang a kind Maideft. 
Reave me, reave me, Heavens 1 it wad reave me 
Of my Reft Night and Day, if ye deceive me; 

Johnny. 

Bid Icefhogles hammer red Gauds on the Studdy,; 
And fair Simmer Mornings nae mair appear ruddy : 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye. 
But never till that time, believe I’ll betray ye. 

Leave thee, leave thee, I’ll never leave thee ; 

The Sfarns fhall gang witherlhins. o’er I deceive thee. 



Gz 


XXII. 
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i>. '/Ok 

xvaLixtuuc: Ogie. 



A S walking forth to view the Plain, 
Upon a Morning early, 

While May’s fweet Scent did chear my Brain, 
From Flowers which grow fo rarely; 

I chanc’d to meet a pretty Maid, 

She fliin d, tho’ it was fogie } 

I ask’d her Name : fweet Sir, fhe faid. 

My Name is Katherine Ogie . 

I flood a while, and did admire, 

To fee a Nymph foftately ; 

So brisk an Air there did appear 
In a Country Maid fo neatly : 

Such natural Sweetnefsfhe difplay’d, 

Like a Lillie in a Bogie $ 
liana’s felf was ne’er array’d, 

Like this fame Katherine Ogie. 

Thou Flower of Females, Beauty’s Queen, 
Who fees thee, fure muftprize thee ; 


Tho 
























































































































































































Orpheus Caledon ius. 

Tho’ thou art dreft in Robes but mean. 

Yet thefe cannot difguifethee : 

Thy handfome Air, and graceful Look, 
Far excels any clownilh Rogic > 

Thou art Match for Lord, or Duke, 

My charming Katherine Ogte . 

O were I but fome Shepherd-Swain! 

To feed my Flock befide thee, 

At Boughting-time to leave the Plain, 

In milking to abide thee 3 

I’d think myfelf a happier Man, 

With Kate, my Club, and Dogie, 

Than he that hugs his Thoufands ten, 
Had I but Katherine Ogk . 

Then I’d defpife th’ Imperial Throne, 

And Statefmens dangerous Stations: 

I’d be no King, I'd wear no Crown, 

I’d fmile at conquering Nations: 

Might I carefs and ftill pofiefs 
ThisLafs, of whom l’mvogie ; 

For thefe are Toys and ftill look lefs. 
Compar’d with Katherine Ogie. 

But I fear the Gods have not decreed 
For me fo fine a Creature, 
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4 6 Orpheus Caledonius. 

Whole Beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other Works in Nature. 

Clouds of Defpair furround my Love, 
That are both dark and fogie: 

Pity my Cafe, ye Powers above, 

Elfe I die for Katherine Ogie . 
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XXIII. 

Ann thou were my ain Thing. 

A N N thou were my ain thing, 

I wou'd Ide thee , 1 wou'd lo'e thee , 
Ann thou were my ain Thing , 
ti How dearly wou'd I lo'e thee ! 


I would clalp thee in my Arms, 
j I’d fecure thee from all Harms; 

For above Mortal thou haft Charms, 
ifiAamfcit How dearly do I lo’e thee ? 



Ann thou were , &c. 


• ( ^ Of Race divine thou needs muft be, 
> r -p Since nothing earthly equals thee ; 
* -« 'j So I muft ftill prefumptuous be, 
it dtimlu ft din -j- 0 {^ ow h ow much I lo’e thee. 

Ann thou were , &c. 



The Gods one Thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can fave ; 
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4 8 Orpheus Caledonius. 

O! for their fake fupport a Slave, 

Who only lives to !o’e thee. 

Ann thou mere, &e. 

To Merit I no Claim can make, 

But that I lo’e, and for your fake, 

What Man can name. I’ll undertake, 

So dearly do I loe thee. 

Ann thou were , &c. 

My Pallion, conftant as the Sun, 

Flames ftronger (till, will ne’er have done. 
Till Fates my Thread of Life have fpun. 
Which breathing out, I’ll lo’e thee. 

Ann thou were , &c. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 49 


XXIV. 

Polwart on the Green . 


h"- j J) leLljfi 


A T Polwart on the Green , 

If you’ll meet me the Morn , 
Where Lajfes do convene , 

To dance about the Thorn ; 

A kindly Welcome youfhall meet 
Frae her wha likes to view 
A Lover and a Lad complete, 

The Lad and Lover you. 

Let dorty Dames fay na, 

As lang as e'er they pleafe, 

Seem caulder than the Sna’, 

While inwardly they bleez j 
But I will frankly fhaw my Mind, 
And yield my Heart to thee ; 

Be ever to the Captive kind, 

That langs na to be free. 

At Tolvoart on the Green, 

Amang the new-mawn Hay, 

Vo l. I. h 
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With 




















5 P Orpheus Caledqnius. 

With Sangs and Dancing keen, 

We’ll pafs the hcartfome Day. 

At Night , if Beds be o'er throng laid , 

A nd thou be twin'd of thine , 

Thou Jhalt be welcome , wy dear Lad t 
To take a Tart of mine. 
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Orpheus Caledgnius, 



A Health to BETTY, 


Let us Jwim in Blood of Grapes , 



w The richejl of the City% 

Andfolernnize upon our Knees , 

A Health to noble Betty. 

The Mufes with the Milk of Queens, 
Have fed this comely Creature, 

That (he’s become a princely Dame, 

A Miracle of Nature. 

0 let us y &c. 

The Graces all both great and finally 
Were not by half fo pretty; 

The Queen of Love that reigns above, 
Cou’d not compare with Betty. 

0 let uSy &c. 

Had 'David feen this lovely one, 

No Sin he had committed. 

He had not lain with iSath-fheba,- 
Nor (lain the valiant Hit tit e. 

O let us , &c. 
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52 Orpheus Caledonius. 

Had Solomon , Heav’n’s Minion, 

View’d her Perfections over, 

Then Sheba's Queen rejeded had been, 
Tho clad with Gold of Ophir. 

O let us , See. 

The Dons of Spain cou’d they obtain, 
This Magazine of Pleafure 5 

They’d never go to Mexico, 

For all its Indian Treafurc. 

O let us, Sec. 

The Chriftian King wou’d dance and fing, 
To have her at his pleafure. 

And wou’d confine great Mazarine, 
Within the Banks of Tiber. 

O let us, Sec. 

The Turk, for all his great Empire, 

Wou’d proftrate him before her. 

And wou’d lay down his Golden Crown, 
A Goddefs like adore her. 

O let us, &c. 

Her Eyes are full of Majefty, 

None but a Prince can own her. 


She’ 































































54 Orpheus Caledonius. 


ITh‘v'hfo L'l qy* 


XXVI. 


"The Cock-Laird. 


A Cock-Laird fu’ Cadgic with Jenny did meet, 
He ha’ft her and kifs’d her and ca’d her his 
Sweet, 

Gin thou’ll ga’ealang wi' me, Jenny, quo* he, 
Thou’s be mine ain lamen Jo, Jenny , Jenny*. 

Gin I gac alang with you ye ma” na fail. 

To feed me with Croudie and good hakit Kail j 
What needs a’this Vanity, Jenny , quo’he. 

Is not Banocks and dribly Berds good Meat for thee? 

Gin 1 gae alang with yon I man’ ha'e a Itlk Hood, 
A Kirtle Sark wylie Coat, and a filk Snood, 

To tye up my Hair in a Cockcrnonie j 

Hout away thou’s gane wood I tiow j Jenny, quo’ he. 

Gin you wa’d ha’e me look bonny, and Ihine like 
the Moon, 

I man’ ha’e Katlcts and Patlets, and Camerel-hcel’d 
Shoon, 


And 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 55 

And Craig-cloths, and Lugg-babs, and Rings twa 
or three ; 

Hour iheDeel’s in your Vanity, Jenny , quo'he. 

Sometimes I am troubled with Gripes in my Wemb, 
Gin I get nae Stouries, I fhall my Tel' fliamc 5 
1*11 rift at the Rumple and gar the Wind flee. 

Deel flap a Cork in your Doup, Jenny , quo’ he. 

Gin that be the Care you take, ye may gae loup. 
For lick’na fillyHurtcheon fhall ne'er skelp my Doup; 
Hout away, gae be hang'd, loufie Laidie, quo’ fhe: 
Peel fcoup o* your Company, Jenny , quo’ he. 



XXVII. 





















56 Orpheus C aledonius. 



XXVII. 

7 Muir land Willie. 

H Arken, and I will tell you how 

Young Muir land Willie came to woo. 
Tho' he could neither fay nor do j 
The Truth I tell to you. 

But ay he cries, whatc’er betide, 

Maggy IYe ha’e her to be my Bride, 

With a fal\ dal, &c. 

On his gray Yad as he did ride, 1 
With Durk and Piftol by his fide, 

He prick’d her on wi’ meikle Pride, 

Wi’ meikle Mirth and Glee. 

Out o’er yon Mofs, out o’er yon Muir, 

Till he came to her Dady’s Door, 

With afal , dal , &c. 

Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 

I’m come your Doghter’s Love to win, 

I care no for making meikle Din s 
What Anfwer gi’ ye me i 

i Now, 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Now, Woer, quoth he, wou’d ye light down. 
I’ll gie yc my Doghter’s Love to win. 

With u ful, dal, &c. 

Now, Woer, fin yc are lighted down, 

Where do ye win, or in what Town > 

I think my Doghter winna gloom 
On fick a Lad as yc. 

The Woer he ftep’d up the Houfe, 

And wow but he was wond’rous croufe. 

With a fal, dal, &c. 

I have three Owfen in a Plough, 

Twa good ga’en Yads, and Gear enough, 

The Place they ca’ it Cadeveugh : 

I (corn to tell a Lye : 

Befides, I had frae the great Laird, 

A Peat-pat and a lang Kail-yard. 

With a fal, &c. 

The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 

She was the braweft in a’ the Town j 
I wat on him (he did na gloom, 

But blink.it bonnilie. • 

The Lover he ftended up in hafte, 

Andgript her hard about the Waiftc, 

With a fal, &c. 
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58 Orpheus Caledonius. 


To win your Love, Maid, I’m come here, 
I’m young, and hae enough o’ Gear 5 
And for my fell ye need na fear, 

Troth try me whan ye like. 

He took aff his Bonnet and fpat in his Chew, 
He dighted his Gab, and he pri’d her Mou’. 
With a fal, &c. 


The Maiden blufht and bing’d fu* law, 
She had na Will to fay him na, 

But to her Dady Ihe left it a’, 

As they twa cou'd agree. 

The Lover he ga’e her the tither Kils, 
Syne ran to her Dady, and tell’d him this. 


Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky, 
Yc’s ha’e the Wadding-dinner free ; 

Troth I dow do na mair. 


Con- 


jin 


I * 1 


With a fal, &c. 

iaSil 

Your Doghter wad na fay me na, 

' J^SCE 

But to your fell Ihe has left it a‘, 

As we cou’d gree between us twa ; 

. v k 

Say what’ll ye gi’me wi’her ? 

uHil 

Now, Woer, quo* he, I ha’cna Meikle, 

ilici 

But lick’s I ha’e yc’s get a Pickle. 

w 

With a fal, &c. 

jfirf 

*• . /,,, L 

A Kilnfu’ of Corn I’ll gi’e to thee, 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 59 

Conte nr, quo’ he, a Bargain be’r, 

I’m far frac hamc, makehafte let’s do’r. 

With a fal, &c. 

The bridal Day it came to pafs, 

Wi’ mony a blythfome Lad and Lafs; 

But fteken a Day there never was, 

Sic Mirth was never feen. 

This winfomc couple ftraked Hands, 

Mefs John tv’d up the Marriage Bands. 

With a fal, See. 

And our Bride’s Maidens were na few, 

Wi’ Tap-knots, Lug-knots, a’ in blew, 

FraeTap toTac they were braw new, 

And blinkit bonnilie. 

Their Toys and Mutches were fae clean. 

They glanced in our Ladfes Ecn, 

With a fal. See. 

Sick Hirdum, Dirdum, and fie Din, 

Wi’ he o’er her, and fhc o’er him; 

The Minftrels they did never blin, 

Wi’ meikle Mirth and G'.ce. 

And ay they bobit, and ay they beckr, 

And ay their Wamcs together met. 

With a fal, Sec. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 



G I N ye meet a bonny Laflie, 

Gi’c her a Kifs, and let her gae i 
But if ye meet a dirty HuiTy, 

Fy gar rub her o’er with Strac. 


Be fure ye dinna quat the Grip 
Of ilkajoy, when ye are young, 

Before auld Age your Vitals nip. 

And lay ye twafaldo’er a Rung. 

Sweet youth’s a blyth and heartfome Time 
Then, Lads and Laflfes, while ’tis May, 
Gae pu the Gowan in its prime. 

Before it wither and decay. 

— * 

Watch the faft Minutes of Delyte, 

When Jenny fpeaks beneath her Breath, 
And kifles, laying a’ the Wytc 


On you, if Ihe £epp ony Syaith. 


Haith ye’re ill-bred, fhe’ll fmilingfay, 
Ye’ll worry me, ye greedy Rook } 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Sync frae your Arms (he’ll rin away. 

And hide herfelf in Tome dark Nook. 

Her Laugh will lead you to the Place, 
Where lies the Happinefs ye want. 

And plainly tell you to your Face, 

Nineteen na-fays are haff a Grant. 

Now to her heaving Bofom cling, 

And fweetly toolie for aKifs: 

Frae her fair Finger whoop a Ring, 

As Taikenof a future Blifs. 

Thefe Bennifons, I’m very fure, 

Are of the Gods indulgent Grant: 

Then, furly Carles, whifht, forbear 
To plague us with your whinning Cant. 
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XXIX. 

' ’ W/s"; >; 7 ( 7t . Peggy, I mujl love thee. 

/ m • t % 4 

A S from a Rock part all Relief, 

The fhipwrackt Colin fpying 
His Native Soil, o’crcome with Grief, 
Half funk in Waves, and dying: 

With the next Morning Sun he fpies 
A Ship, which gives unhop’d Surprifc; 
New Life fprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
With Joy, and waits her Motion. 
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So when by her whom long I lov’d, 
Ifcorn’dwas, anddeferted, 

Low with Defpair my Spirits mov’d. 
To be for ever parted : ^ 

Thus droopt I, till diviner Grace 
I found in ‘Peggy’s Mind and Face; 
Ingratitude appear’d then bafe. 

But Vertuemore engaging. 

Then now fince happily I’ve hit, 

1*11 have no more delaying; 

Let Beauty yield to manly Wit, 

We lofe ourfelves in flaying: 
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Orphetjs Caledon.ius. 

I’ll hafte dull Courtfliip to a Clofe, 

Since Marriage can my Fears oppofe; 

Why fhould we happy Minutes lofe, 

Since, ‘Peggy, I muft love thee? 

Men may be foolifh, if they pleafe, 

And deem’t a Lover’s Duty, 

To figh, andfacrifice their Eafe, 

Doating on a proud Beauty : 

Such was my Cafe for many a Year, 

Still Hope fucceeding to my Fear, 

Falfe Betty’s Charms now difappear, 

Since Peggy's far outfhine them. 
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Auld Rob Morris. 

.1 

Mither. 

T Here’s auld Rob Morris rhat wins in yon GIen> 
He’s the King of good Fellows, and Wale 
of auld Men, 

Has fourfeore of black Sheep, and fourfeore too 5 
Auld Rob Morris is the Man ye maun loo. 


Doughter. 

Ha’d your tongue, Mither, and let that abee, 

For his Eild and my Eild can never agree: 
They’ll never agree, and that will be fee*! 

For he is fourfeore, and I’m but fifteen. 

Mither. 

Ha’d your tongue, Doughter, and lay by your Pride, 
For he’s be the Bridegroom, and ye’s be the Bride} 
He fhail ly by your fide, and kifs ye too, 

Auld Rob Morris is the Man ye maun loo. 


Dough* 
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Doughter. 

AuM Rob Morris I ken him fou wed, 

His a. _it (ticks out like ony Peet-crcel, 

He’s out-fhin’d, in-kneed and ringle-ey’d too j 
Auld Rob Morris is the Man I’ll ne’er loo. 

Mither. 

Tho’ auld Rob Morris be an elderly Man, 

Yet his auld Brafs it will buy a new Pan; 

Then, Doughter, ye Ihoud nabe fae ill tofhoo, 
For auld Rob Morris is the Man ye maun loo. 

Doughter. 

But auld Rob Morris I never will hae, 

His Back is fae (tiff, and his Beard is grown gray : 
I had titter die than live with him a Year ; 

Sae mair of Rob Morris I never will hear. 
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S Hould auld Acquaintance be forgot, 

Tho’ they return with Scars ? 

Thefe are the noble Hero’s Lot, 

Obtain’d in glorious Wars: 

Welcome, my Varo, to my Breaft, 

Thy Arms about me twine, 

And make meonce again as bleft, 

As I was lang fyne. 

Methinks around us on each Bough, 

Athoufand Cupids play, 

* ^ hilft thro’ the Groves I walk with you, 

Each Objedt makes me gay ; 

SinceyourReturn the Sun and Moon, 

With brighter Beams do fhine, 

Streams murmur foft Notes while they run. 

As they dtd lang fyne. 

Defpife the Court and Din of State ,• 

Let that to their fhare fall, 

Who 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Who can efteem fuch Slav’ry great. 

While bounded like a Ball: 

But funk in Love, upon my Arms 
Let your brave Head recline, 

We’ll pleafe ourfelvcs with mutual Charms, 
As we did lang fyne. 

O’er Moor and Dale, with your gay Friend, 
You may purfue the Chafe, 

And, after a blyth Bottle, end 
All Cares in my Embrace : 

And in a vacant rainy Day, 

You fhall be wholly mine ; 

We'll make the Hours run fmooth away. 

And laugh at lang fyne. 

The Hero, pleas’d with the fvveet Air, 

And Signs of generous Love, 

Which had been utter’d by the Fair, 

Bow’d to the Pow’rs above : 

Next Day, with Confent and glad Hafte, 

Th’ approach’d the facred Shrine ; 

Where the good Pricft the Couple blcft. 

And put them out of Pine.. 
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XXXII. 

My Aprons Deary. 

^npWas forth in a Morning, a Morning of May, 
I A Soldier and his Miftrefs were walking 
aftray; 

And low down by yon Meadow Brow, 

I heard a Lafs cry, my Apron now. 

O had I ta’en Counfel of Father or Mother,' 

Or had I ta’cn Counfel of Sifter or Brother; 

But I was a young thing, and eafy to woo, 

And my Belly bears up my Apron now. 

Thy Apron, Deary, I muft confefs. 

Is fomething the fhorter, tho’naething the lefs; 

I never was wi’ yc a Night but two, 

And yet ye cry out my Apron now. 

My Apron is made of a Lineum Twine, 

Well fet about wi’ pearling Syne ; 

1 think it great Pity, my Babe fhou’d tync, 

And I’ll row it in my Apron fine. 


XXXIII. 


tu IL Jhtu Id ' HW1 Hbltm \K-W 'feVttW \\v\\ s>-w\v\ 
























'NWOliuv 






sip iif Apron iw, 















































































































r ' 


Daddy's a lielveryjjdDykes 





My iDaddy s a.D elver p£ Dykes my M innycan 


& 


i 


33 


PS 


53 


i fffTJ t l ffJ'H S5gj 


:&m- }l 


C ard. and fjiiit and I'm a b ohnyyoxrng L afs and tie 










P 


|i;S 


Ft 




E 3 




T 




E 



poi 


rw : 


liller comes liidcmin.,The filler comes Unlrin 

V_ *« __ * -p-» *• P . ■ • t Et 


3 


= 5=5F 


fc 


£ 


i r i r f 






■ 3CK 

Li;: 


l^sc 


v, in, afud it is foil fair tofe e, and its wow wow 






s 


Ft 




J wow what alls trie Lads at me 


2 


P 


i 


3iX 

tils 

i 

fck. 




V: 


= Ll,* 




; : 

























































































































































Orpheus Caledonius. 69 



XXXIII. 

My Daddy's a D elver of Dykes. 


M Y Daddy’s a Delver of Dykes, 
My Minny can card and fpin, 
And I’m a bonny young Lafs, 

And the Siller comes linkin in. 

The Siller comes linkin in. 

And it is fou fair to fee, 

And it’s wow, wow, wow. 

What ails the Lads at me? 

When ever our Bauty does bark. 
Then fall to the Door I do tin. 

To fee gin ony young Spark 
Will light and venture in : 

But ne’er a ane comes in, 

Tho’ mony a ane goes by, 

Syne Ben the Houfe I rin. 

And a weary Wight am I. 

I had an auld Wife to my Minny, 
And (wow) gin fhe kcept me lang ,• 
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Orpheus Caledonius./ 
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XXXIV. 
Wotyy Waly. 


Waly, Waly, up yon Bank, 



V_y And Waly, Waly, down yon Brea; 

And Waly by yon River’s fide, 

Where my Love and I was wont to gae. 

Waly, Waly, gin Love be bonny, 

A little while when it is new 5 

But when it’s auld, it waxes cauld. 

And wears away, like Morning Dew. 

I leant my Back unto an Aik, 

I thought it was a trufty Tree? 

But firft it bow’d, and fine it brake. 

And fae did my faufc Love to me. 

When Cockle-fhells turn filler Bells, 

And Mufcles grow on ev’ry Tree 5 

When Froft and Snaw (hall warm us a’, 

Then fhall my Love prove true to me. 


Now 































Now Arthur-Seat fhall be my Bed, 

The Sheets (hall ne’er befyl’d by mej 

Saint Anton's Well fhall be my Drink, 

Since my true Love has forfaken me. 

O Martinmas Wind, when wilt thou blaw, 
And fhake the green Leaves off the Tree i 

O gentle Death, when wilt thou come? 
And take a Life that wearies me. 

*Tis not the Froft that freezes fell, 

Nor blawing Snaw’s Inclemency ; 

*Tis not lie Cauld that makes me cry, 

But my Love’s Heart grown cauld to me. 

When we came in by Glafgow Town, 

We were a comely Sight to fee ; 

My Love was cled in the black Velvet, 

And I my fell in Cramafie. 

But had I wift before I kifs’d, 

That Love had been fae ill to win % 

I’d lock’d my Heart in a Cafe of Gold, 

And pin’d it with a ftlver Pin. 





























Orpheus Caledonius. 

Oh, oh! if my young Babe were born. 
And fet upon the Nurfe’s Knee, 

And I my fell were dead and gane, 

For a Maid again I’ll never be. 
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XXXV. 

„ J ohn Ha /-' fomty Laffie. 
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)\ fmooth winding Tay a Swain was reclining, 

Att cry’d he, Oh hey! maun I ftill live iA? 
pining 

My fell thus away, and darna difeover 
To my bonny Hay , that I am her Lover ? 
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Nae mair it will hide, the Flame waxes ftranger 4 k 
I f fhe s not my Bride, my Days are nae langer : 

Then I’ll take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, e er we parr, my Vows may content her. ^ 

She’s frefh as the Spring, and fweet as Aurora, \ 

U hen Birds mount and ling, bidding Day a Good- 
morrow : 

The Sward of the Mead, enamel’d with Dailies, 

Look wither’d and dead, when twin’d of her Graces. 

Bur iflne appear where Verdures invite her. 

The fountains run clear, and Flowers fmell the 
lweeter: |i 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 75 

Tis Heaven to be by, when her Wit is a flowing. 
Her Smiles and bright Eye fet my Spirits a glowing. 

The mair that I gaze, the deeper I’m wounded ; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my Mind is confounded : 
I’m all ina fire, dear Maid, tocarefs ye, 
for a’ my Defire is Hay ’s bonny Laflie. 
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XXXVI. 

Blythfome Bridal. 


I ^Y let us a* to the Bridal, 

For there will be lilting there; 

For Jockf s to be married to Maggie , 

The Lafs wi’ the gowden Hair. 

And there will be Lang-kail and Pottage, 
And Bannocks of Barley-meal j 
And there will be good fawt Herring, 

To relifh a Cog of good Ale. 

Fj let us d to the Bridal , &c. 


And there will be Saney the Sutor, 

And Will wi’themeikle Mou ; 

And there will be Tam the Blutter, 
With Andrew the Tinkler, I trow ; 
And there will be bow’d-legged Robbie , 
With thumblefs Katie's good Man; 
And there will be blue-cheeked T>owbie , 
And Lawrie the Laird of the Land. 
Fy let us, &c, 
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Orpheus Caledon iy s. 

And there will be Sow-libber Tatie, 

And plucky-fac’d IVat i’ the Mill, 
Cappcr-nos’d Francie and Giboie , 

That wins in the How of the Hill } 

And there will be A*after Sibbie, 

Wha in with black Bsjfy did uiool. 

With fnivelling Lilly and Trbby , 

The Lafs that (lands aft on the Stool. 

Fy let us, &c. 

And Madge that was buckled to Steenie, 
And coft him gray Breeks to his Arle, 
Wha after was hangit for healing, 

Great mercy it happen’d nae warfe : 

And there will be gleed Geordy Janners , 
And Kirfh with the lilly—white Leg, 

Wha gade to the South for Manners, 

And bang’d up her Wamc in Mons-meg. 
Fy let us, &c. 

And there will be Juden Mftawrie, 

And blinkin daft Barbara M c leg, 

Wi flae lugged fharny fac’d Laurie, 

And fhangy mou’d tuluckct Meg. 

And there will be happer-ars’d Nanjy, 
And fairy-fac’d Flowrie by Name > 

Muck Madie , and fat hippit Grify , 

The Lafs wi’ the gov/den Wamc. 

Fy let us, &c. 


77 


And 






































Orpheus Caledonius. 


And there will be Girn-again-Gibbie. 

With his glakit Wife Jenny Bell , 

And mifle-fhin’d Mungo M c apie, 

The Lad that was Skipper himfel. 

Theie Lads and LaiTes in Peariings, 1; 

Will feaft in the Heart of the Ha’, 

On Sybows, and Rifarts, and Carlings, 

That are baith fodden and raw. 

Fy let us, &c. i kfm' 


And there will be Fadges and Brachcn, 

With fouth of good Gabbocks of Skate, 

Powfowdy, and Drammocfc, and Crowdy, 

And caller Nowt Feet in a Plate. 

And there will be Partans and Buckies, 

And Wnytcns and Spcldings enew. 

With finged Sheep-heads, and a Haggies, 

And Scadlips to fuck till ye fpew. 

Fyletus, &c. 

; I A 

And there will be lapper’d-milk Kebbucks, 

And Sowens, and Farles, and Baps, 

With Swats, and well {craped Paunches, 

And Brandy in Stoups and in Caps : 

And there will be Meal-kail and Caftocks, 

With Skink to fup till ye rive. 

And Roafts to roaft on a Brander, 

Of Flowks that were taken alive. 

Fy let us, See. Scrapt 






































Scrapt Haddocks, Wilks, DuKe and Tangle, 
, And a Mill of good Sniffling to prie; " 

Mifcl When weary with eating and drinking. 

We’ll rife up and dance till we die. 

Ha’ Thenfy let us a to the Bridal, 

Catlings, For tkere will be lilting there, 

tar, For Jocky’j to be married to Maggie, 

The Lafs wi the golden Hair. 
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XXXVII. 


The To aft* 


C OME let’s ha’e mair Wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 

Venus loosnac dvvining. 

Let’s be blyth and free. 

Away with dull, here t’ye, Sir; 
Ye’re Miftrefs, Robie, gi’es her. 
We’ll drink her Health wi’ pleafure, 
Wha’s belov’d by thee. 

Then let Beggy warm ye, 

That’s a Lafs can charm ye. 

And ro Joys alarm ye, 

Sweet is fhe to me. 

Some Angel ye wad ca’her, 

And never with ane brawer, 

If ye bare-headed faw her 
Kiitet to the Knee, 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Teggy a dainty Lafs is, 

Come let’s join our Glaflls, 

And refrefh our Haufes 
With a Health to thee. 

Let Coofs their Cafh be clinking, 

Be Statefmen tint in thinking. 

While we with Love and Drinking, 

Give our Cares the Lie. 
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_ XXXVIII. 

«C?7'9f 

My Nanny-0. 

W HILE fome for Pleafure pawn their Health 
Twixt Lais and the Bagnio , 

I’ll fave myfelf, and without health, 

Kifs and carefs my Nanny-O. 

She bids more fair t’engage a Jove 
Than Leda did for Danae-0: 

Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 

None elfe fliould fit but Nanny-O. 

How joyfully my Spirits rife. 

When Dancing fhe moves finely—O, 

I guefs what Heaven is by her Eyes, 

Which fparkle fo divinely—O. 

Attend my Vow, ye Gods, while I 
Breathe in the bleft Britannia , 

None’s Happinefs I fliall envy. 

As long’s ye grant me Nanny—0. 

Chorus. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 
Chorus. 

My bonny , bonny Nanny—O, 

My lovely charming Nanny—O j 
I care not tho' the World, know 
How dearly 1 love Nanny—O. 
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XXXIX. 

Maggies Tocher . 


T HE Meal was dear fhort Tyne, 
We buckl’d us a’ the githcrj 
And Maggie was in her Prime, 

When Willie made Courtfhip till her: 
Twa Piftals charged beguefs, 

To gie the courting Shot ; 

And fyne came ben the Lafs, 

Wi* fwats drawn frae the Eutt. 

He firfl (peer’d at the Guidman, 

And fyne at Giles the Mither, 

An ye wad gi’s a bit Land, 

Wee’d buckle us e’en the githcr. 

My Daughter ye fhall hae, 

I’ll gi’ you her by the Hand 

But I’ll part wi’ my Wife by my fae. 

Or I part wi’ my Land. 

Your Tocher it fall be good, 

There’s nane fall hae its maik. 

The Lafs bound in her fnood. 

And Crummie who kens her flake: 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

With an auld bedden o’ claiths, 

Was left me by my Mither, 



They’re jet black o’er wi’ flaes, 


Ye may cudle in them the gither. 



Ye fpeak right well, Guidman, 
But ye maun mend your Hand, 

And think o’ modefty, 

Gin ye’ll not quat your Land : 

We are but young, ye ken, 

And now we’re gawn the gither 5 

1 A Houfe is Butt and Benn, 

And Crummie will want her Fother. 
The Bairns arc coming on, 

f And they’ll cry, O their Mither! 

We have nouther Pot nor Pan, 

But four bare Legs the gither. 



Your Tocher’s be good enough, 

I For that ye need na fear, 

Twa good ftilts to the Pleugh, 

And ye your fell maun fleer; 

Ye (hall hae twa good Pocks 
That anes were o’ the Tvvcel, 

The t’ane to had the Grots, 

The ither to had the Meal : 

With ane auld kift made of Wands, 
And that fall be your Coffer, 
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86 O RPHEUS CALEDONIUS. 

Wi’ aiken woody-bands, 

And that may had your Tocher. 

Confider well, Guidman, 

We hae but borrow’d Gear, 

The Horfe that I ride on 
Is Sandy Wilfon’s Mare: 

The Saddle’s nanc of my ain. 

An thae’s but borrowed Boots, 

And when that I gae hame, 

I maun take to my Coots: 

The Cloak is Geordy Watt’s , 

That gars me look fae croufe ; 

Come fill us a Cogue of Swats, 

We’ll make nae mair toom rufe. 

I like you well, young Lad, 

Lor telling me fae plain, 

I married when little 1 had 
O’ Gear that was my ain. 

But fin that things are fae, 

The Bride fhe maun come furth, 

Tho’ a’ the Gear fhe’ll ha’c. 

It’ll be but little worth. 

A Bargain it maun be, 

Fy cry on Giles the Mither: 

Content am I, quo’ fhe. 

E’en gar the Hiffie come hither, 
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Were na my Hearts light I wad die. 

T HERE was an a May and fhc lo’ed na Men, 
She bigged her bonny Bow’r down in yon 
Glen; 

But now (he cries dale and a-well-a-day, 

Come down the green Gate, and come here away. 


When bonny young Johnny came over the Sea, 
He faid he faw nathing fo bonny as me, 

He haight me baith Rings and mony bra things, 
And were na’ my Hearts light I wad die. 


He had a wee Titty that lo’ed na’ me, 
Becaufe I was twice as bonny as fhc; 

She rais’d fick a Pother twixt him and his Mother, 
That were na’ my Hearts light I wad die. 


The Day it was fet, and the Bridal to be 
The Wife took a Dwalm and lay down to die, 
She main’d and fhe grain’d out of Dollor and Pain, 
Till he vow’d that he ne’er wou’d fee me again. 

His 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 8g 

His Kin was for ane of a higher Degree, 

Said, what had he do with the Likes of me ? 
Appofe I was bonny, I was na for Johnny: 

And were na my Hearts light I wad die. 


They faid, I had neither Cow, nor Calf, 

Nor Drops of Drink runs through the Drawf; 
Nor Pickles of Meal runs through the Mill-Eye: 
And were na my Hearts light I wad die. 

The Maiden fhe was baith wylie and flye. 

She fpy’d me as I came o’er the Lee; 

And then fhe ran in, and made Pick a Din: 
Believe your ain Een, and ye trow na me. 

His Bonnet flood ay fu round on his Brow, 
His auld ane lookt ay as well as his new ; 

But now he lets’t gang ony Gate it will hing, 

And cafts himfell down on the Corn-Bing. 

And now he gaes drooping about the Dykes, 
And a’ he dow do is to hund the Tykes> 

The live-lang Night he ne’er bows his Eye: 

And were na my Heart’s light I wad die. 


VOL. I. 


N 


But 












































9 ° 


Orpheus Caledonius. 


But young for thee as I ha’ been, 

We fhou’d ha’ been galloping down in yon Green, 
And linking out o’er yon lilly white Lee * 

And wow gin I were young for thee. 
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XLI. 

Gallo'wjhiels. 





A H the poor Shepherd’s mournful Fate, 

When doom’d to love, and doom’d to Jan- 


+-*+ 


guifh. 

To bear the fcornful Fair-One’s Hate, 
Nor dare dil'clofe his Anguifh. 

Ye eager Looks, and dying Sighs, 
My fecret Soul difcover, 




Z While Rapture trembling through mine Ey 
Z Reveals how much I love her. 


cs, 


The tender Glance, the red’ning Cheek, 
O’erfpread with rifing Blulhes, 

_A thoufand various Ways they fpeak, 

A thoufand various Wifhes. 




For oh! that Form fo heavenly fair, 
Thofe gentle Eyes fo fwcetly finding, 
That artlefs Blulh, and modeft Air, 

So fatally beguiling. 
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g 2 Orpheus Caledonius. 

Thy every Look, and every Grace, 

So charm whene’er I view thee; 

’Till Death o’ertake me in the Chace, 
Still will my Hopes purfue thee. 

Then when my tedious Hours are pad, 
Be this laft Blefling given, 

Low at thy Feet to breathe my lad, 
And die in fight of Heaven. 
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There's my Thumb . 


B Etty, early gone a Maying, 

Met her Sweetheart Willie ftraying, 
jcftgn, or Chance, no matter whether. 
Jut this we know, he reafon’d with her. 


Mark, dear Maid, the Turtles cooing, 
Fondly billing, kindly wooing, 

See how ev'ry Bufh difeovers 
Happy Pairs of feather’d Lovers: 


Or in ftnging, or in loving, 

Every Moment ftill improving > 

Love and Nature wifely leads ’em, 
Love and Nature ne’er mifguides 'em 


See, the opening, blulhing Rofcs, 

All their fecret Charms difclofes j 
Swcet’s^hc Time, ah! iliort’s .he Mealu.c 
Of their fleeting, hafty Pleafure. 



































94" Orpheus Cale donius. 

Quickly we mud fnatch the Blifies 
Of their foft and fragrant Rifles, 

To-day they bloom, they fade to-morrow 
Oroop their heads, and die in forrow. 

Time, my Be/s, will leave no Traces 
Of thofe Beauties, of thofe Graces; 

"Vouth and Love forbid our flaying. 

Love and Youth abhor delaying. 

Deareft Maid, nay, do not fly me. 

Let yohr Pride no more deny me : 

Never doubt your faithful Willie, 

There's my Thumb, I’ll ne'er beguile ye. 
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XLIII. 

The Gaberlunzie-Man. 


lifhu In ai?;r 


T H E pawky auld Carle came o’er the Lee, 
Wi’ many good E’ens and Days to me. 
Saying, Good-wife, for your Courtifie, 

Will ye lodge a filly poor Man ? 

The Night was cauld, the Carle was wat, 

And down ayont the Ingle he fat j 
My Daughter’s Shoulders he ’gan to clap. 

And cadgily ranted and fang. 

0 wow! quo’ he, were I as free. 

As firft when I faw this Country, 

How blyth and merry wad I be! 

And I wad never think lang. 

He grew canty, and fhe grew fain; 

But little did her auld Minny ken 
What thir flee twa togither were fay’n, 

When wooing they were fae thrang. 
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96 Orpheus Caledonius. 

And O! quo* he, ann ye were as black, 
As e’er the Crown of my Dady’s Hat, 

Tis I wad lay thee by my Back, 

And awa’ wi’ me thou fhou’d gang. 

And O! quo’ {he, ann I were as white, 

As e’er the Snaw lay on the Dike, 

I’d dead me braw, and lady-like, 

And awa’ with thee I’d gang. 

Between the twa was made a Plot; 

They raife a wee before the Cock, 

And wylily they {hot the Lock, 

And fall to the Bent are they ganc. 

Up in the Morn the auld Wife raife, 

And at her Leifure pat on her Claife; 
Syne to the Servant’s Bed fhe gaes, 

To {peer for the filly poor Man. 

She’ gaed to the Bed where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cauld, he was away. 

She clapt her hands, cry’d, Waladay, 

For fome of our Gear will be gane. 
Some ran to Coffers, and fome to Kills, 
But nought was flown that cou’d be mift. 
She danc’d her lane, cry’d, Praife be bleft, 
I have lodg’d a leal poor Man. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Since nathing’s awa’, as we can learn. 

The Kirns to Kirn* and Milk to Earn, 

Gae butt the Houfe, Lais, and waken my Bairn* 
And bid her come quickly bem-^ 

The Servant gade where the Daughter lay. 

The Sheets was cauld, flie was away. 

And fall to her good Wife can fay, 

She's aff with the Gaberlunzie-Man. 

0 fy gar ride* and fy gar rin, 

And hafte ye find thefe Traitors again j 
For flies be burnt, and he's be flain. 

The wearifu' Gaberlunzie-Man. 

Some rade upo' Horfe, fome ran a fir, 

The Wife was wood, and out o’ her Wit! 

She cou'd na' gang, nor yet cou’d file lit* 

But ay flie curs’d and file ban'd. 

Mean time far hind out o’er the Lee, 

Fu’ fnug in a Glen, where nane cou’d fee* 

The twa, with kindly Sport and Glee, 

Cut frae a new Cheefc a whang: 

The Priving was good, it pleas’d them baith, 

To lo’e her for ay, he ga’e her his aith ; 

Quo’ flie, to leave thee 1 will be laith, 

My winfome Gaberlunzie-Man. 
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O ken’d 




























O ken’d my Minny I were wi’ you, 

I'll fardly wad fhe crook her mou, 

Sic a poor Man (he'd never trow, 

After the Gaberlunzie-Man. 

My Dear, quo’ he, ye're yet o’er young, 

And ha’ na’ learn’d the Beggars Tongue, 

To follow me frae Town to Town, 

And carry the Gabcrlunzie on. 

Wi’ cauk and keel I’ll win your Bread, 

And Spindles and Whorles for them wha’ need, 
Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed, 

To carry the Gaberlunzie-O. 

I’ll bow my Leg, and crook my Knee, 

And draw a black Clout o’er my Eye, 

A Cripple or Blind they will ca’ me, 

While we (hall be merry, and fing. 
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T HE Collier has a Daughter, 

And O fhe’s wonder bonny, 
A Laird he was that fought her, 
Rich baith in Lands and Money: 
The Tutors watch’d the Motion, 

Of this young honeft Lover; 

But Love is like the Ocean; 

Wha can its Depth difcover ! 


He had the Art to pleafe ye, 
And was by a’ refpe&ed; 

His Airs fat round him eafy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 

The Collier’s bonny Laflie, 

Lair as the new-blown Lillie, 
Ay fweet, and never faucy, 
Secur'd the Heart of Willy. 
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100 OrPHEU S C ALEDO NIUS. 

flc lo\*d beyond Expreflion 

The Charms that were about her 5 
And panted for Pofleffion, 

His Life was dull without her. 

After mature Refolving, 

Clofe to his Breaft he held her $ 

In fafteft Flames diflolving, 

He tenderly thus toll’d her. 

My bonny Collier's Daughter, 

Let nathing difeompofe ye, 

*Tis no your fcanty Tocher 
Shall ever gar me lofe yc: 

For I have Gear in plenty, 

And Love fays, 'tis my Duty 
To ware what Heaven has lent me. 
Upon your Wit and Beauty. 
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XLV. 


'The Bob of Dumblane. 

L ASSIE , lend me your bfaw hemp Heckle, 
And I’ll lend you my thripling Kame 5 
For fainnefs, Deary, I’ll gar ye keckle, 

If ye’ll go dance the Bob of'Dumblane. 

Hafte ye, gang to the Ground of ye’r Trunkies, 
Busk ye braw and dinna think fhame; 

Confider in time, if leading of Monkies 
Be better than Dancing the Bob of Dumblane. 

Be frank, my Laflie, left I grow fickle. 

And take my Word and Offer again. 

Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle. 

Ye did nae accept of the Bob of Dumblane. 

The Dinner, the Piper and Prieft fhall be ready, 
And I’m grown dowy with lying my lane j 
Away then, leave baith Minny and Dady, 

And try with me the Bob of Dumblane. 
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'IVryv/i^ XLVI. 

The Carle came o'er the Croft . 

T H E Carle he came o’er the Croft, 
And his Beard new lhav’n, 

He glowr’d at me’s gin he’d been daft. 
The Carle trows that I’ll ha’e him. 
Howt awa' I wonna hae him y 
Na for footh I'll no ha’e him. 

New Hofe and his new Shoon , 

And his Beard new fbav'n. 


He ga’e to me a Pair of Shoon, 

And his Beard new fhav’n, 

He bad me dance till they ware done. 
The Carle trows that I’ll ha’c him. 
Howt awa, &c. 

He ga’e to me a Pair of Gloves, 

And his Beard new fliav'n, 

He bad me ftretch them on my Loofs, 
The Carle trows that I’ll ha’e him. 
Howt awa, &c. 
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He ga’e to me an Ell of Lace, 

And his Beard new fhav’n. 

He bad me wear the Highland Drefs, 
_The Carle trows that I’ll ha’e him. 
Howt awa , &c. 

He ga’e to me a Ham Sark, 

And his Beard new fhav’n; 

He faid he’d kifs me in the dark, 

For that he trows that I’ll ha’e him. 

Howt awa I maun hde him , 

I for foot h I'll e'en ha'e him y 
New Hofe and his new Shoon, 

And his Beard new fhav’n. 
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1O4. Orpheus Caledonius. 



V7 w/&? .. XL VII. 

O’er Boggie. 


I Will awa’ with my Love, 

I will awa’ wi’ her, 

Tho’ a’ my Kin had fworn and faid, 
I will awa’ wi* her. 

I'll o'er Boggie, o’er Scroggie, 

O'er Boggie wi’ her, 

Tho’ a’ my Kin had fworn and faid, 
I will away wi' her. 

If I can get but her Confenr, 

I dinna care a Strae, 

Tho’ ilka ane be difeontent, 

Awa’ wi’ her 1*11 gae. 

Ill o'er Boggie, &c. 

For now flic’s Miftrefs of my Heart, 
And wordy of my Hand, 

And well I wat we flianna’ part. 

For Siller or for Land. 

I'll o'er Boggie, &c. 
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Let Rakes delyte to fweat and drink, 
And Beaus admire fine Lace, 

But my chief Pleafure is to blink, 

On Betty’s bonny Face. 

I’ll o’er Boggle, &c. 

There a 1 the Beauties do combine, 

Of Colour, Treats, and Air ; 

The Saul that fparkles in her Eeh, 
Makes her a Jewel rate. 

I'll o'er Boggle, &c. 

Her flowing Wit gives fhining Life 
To a’ her other Charms; 

How bleft I’ll be when {he’s my Wife, 
And lockt up in my Arms. 

I'll o'er Boggle, &c, 

There blythly will t rant and fihg* 
While o’er her Sweets I range ; 

I’ll ery,- Yout humble Servant, King, 
Shamefa’ them that Wad change^ 

I'll o’er Boggle, &c. 
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106 Orpheus Caledonius. 

A Kifs of Betty , and a Smile, 

Abeet ye wad lay down, 

The Right ye ha’e to Britain's Ifle, 

And offer me ye’r Crown. 

I'll o'er Boggie, o'er Scroggie, 

O’er Boggie w? her ; 

Tho a' my Kin had fworn, and faid, 

# I will awet wi' her. 
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P Ain’d with her flighting Jamie's Love, 

Bell dropt a Tear,- Bell dropt a Tear; 

The Gods defcended from above, 

Well pleas’d to hear,-well pleas’d to hear: 

They heard the Praifes of the Youth 

From her own Tongue—from her own Tongue $ 
Who now converted was to Truth, 


And thus fhe fung,- 


-and thus fhe fung. 


Bleft Days! when our ingenious Sex, 

More frank and kind,-more frank and kind, 

Did not their lov’d Adorers vex, 

But fpoke their mind,— but fpoke their mind. 
Repenting now, fhe promis d fair, 

Wou’d he return,--wou’d he return, 

She ne’er again woud give him Care, 

Or caufe him mourn,-or caufe him mourn. 
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jo8 Orpheus Caledonius, 

Why lov’d I thee, deferving Swain, 

Yet hill thought fhame,—yet ftill thought fhatnc, 
When he my yielding Heart did gain, 

To own my Flame,—to own my Flame ? 

Why took I pleafure to torment, 

And fecm too coy,—and feem too coy ! 

Which makes me now alas lament 
My flighted Joy,—my flighted Joy. 

Ye Fair, while Beauty’s in its Spring, 

Own your Dcfire,—own your Defire i 
While Love’s young Power with flis foft Wing 
Fans up the Fire,—fans up the Fire. 

O do not, with a filly Pride, 

Or low Dcfign,—or low Dcfign, 

Rcfufe to be a happy Bride, 

But anfwer plain,—but anfwer plain, 

Thus the fair Mourner wail’d her Crime, 

With flowing Eyes,-—with flowing Eyes; 

Clad Jamie heard her all the time, 

With fwect Surprize,—with fweet Surprize, 
Some God had led him to the Grove, 

His Mind unehang’d,—his Mind nuchang’d ; 
Jlcw to her Arms, any cry’d, My Love, 

I am reveng’d,—-I am reveng’d, 


XLIX. 
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xux. 



t William and Margaret 

0,V» <£<L SurbU kaJJUsLjtjJtL H* V 



.TT'WA S at the filent Midnight-Hour, 
X When all were faft afleep $ 

In glided Margaret's grimly Ghoft, 

And flood at William's Feet, 


Her Face was like an April Morn, 

Clad in a wintry Cloud : 

And clay-cold was her lilly Hand, 

That held her fable Shroud, 

So fhall the faireft Face appear, 

When Youth and Years are flown: 

Such is the Robe that Kings muft wear, 
When Death has reft their Crown. 

Her Bloom was like the fpringing Flower, 
That lips the fllver Dew : 

The Rofe was budded in her Cheek, 

Juft opening to the View. 
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But 













































no Orpheus Caledonius. 

But Love had, like the Canker-Worm, 
Confirm'd her early Prime : 

The Rofe grew pale, and left her Cheek, 
She dy’d before her Time. 

Awake! fhe cry’d, thy true Love calls, 
Come from her midnight Grave: 

Now let thy Pity hear the Maid, 

Thy Love refus’d to fave. 

This is the dumb and dreary Hour, 

When injur’d Ghofts complain; 

When yawning Graves give up their Dead, 
To haunt the faithlefs Man. 

Bethink thee, William , of thy Fault, 

Thy Pledge, and broken Oath: 

And give me back my maiden Vow, 

And give me back my Troth. 

Why did you promife Love to me. 

And not that Promife keep ? 

Why did you fwear my Eyes were bright, 
Yet leave thofe Eyes to weep ? 

How could you fay my Face was fair. 

And yet that Face forfake ? 

How could you win my virgin Heart, 

Yet leave that Heart to break ? 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Why did you fay my Lip was fweet, 

And made the Scarlet pale? 

And why did I, young, witlefs Maid, 

Believe the flattering Tale ? 

That Face, alas! no more is fair, 

Thofe Lips no longer red : 

Dark are my Eyes, now clos’d in Death, 

And every Charm is fled. 

The hungry Worm my Sifter is 5 
This Winding-Sheet I wear: 

And cold and weary lafts our Night, 

’Till that laft Morn appear. 

But hark!-the Cock has warn’d me hence : 

A long and laft Adieu! 

Come, fee, falfe Man, how low ftie lies, 

Who dy’d for love of you. 

The Lark fung loud, the Morning fmil’d, 
And rais’d her glittering Head : 

Fale William quak’d in every Limb, 

And raving left his Bed. 

He hy’d him to the fatal Place 
Where Margaret’s Body lay. 

And ftretch’d him on the grafs-green Turf, 
That wrapt her breathlefs Clay. 


And 
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Down the Bnrn° DAVIE 
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Down the Burn Davie. 


Aifllerfot; 


± 


W HEN Trcps did bud, and Fields were green, 
And Broom bloom’d fair to fee } 

When Mary was compleat Fifteen, 

And Love laugh’d in her Ey,e; 

Blyth ‘Davie’s Blinks her Heart did move, 

To fpeak her Mind thus free. 

Gang down the Burn , Davie, Love , 

And I frail follow thee. 
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Now Davie did each Lad furpafs. 

That dwelt on this Burn-fide, 

And Mary was the bonnieft Lafs, 

Juft meet to be a Bride ; 

Her Cheeks were rofy, red and white. 
Her Een were bonny blue; 

Her Looks were like Aurora bright. 
Her Lips like dropping Dew. 
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As down the Burn they took their way. 
What tender Tales they faid ! 

His Cheek to hers he aft did lay. 

And with her Bofom play’d; 
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Till 
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Orpheus Caleponius. 



Till baith at length impatient grown, 

To be mair fully bleft, 

In yonder Yale they lean’dthem downj 
Love only faw the reft. 

What pafs’d, I guefs, was harmlcfs Play, 
And naithing Pure unmeet; 

For ganging hame, I heard him fay. 
They lik'd a wa’k fae fweet; 

And that they aften fhou’d return. 

Sic Pleaftire to renew. 

Quoth Mary , Love, I like the Burn, 

And ay fhall follow you. 
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